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"Theae are the actual salaries being earned by these men today. 
I have letters from them and hundreds of other men telling how 
I helped them out of small pay jobs intothese big-pay positions." 

Electrical Experts Earn 
$3,500 to$10,000aYear 

GET out of the small-pay, hard-work class. Earn $12 to $30 a day as 
an Electrical Expert. You can do it. Trained Electrical Men are 
needed everywhere at the highest salaries. The opportunities for ad- 
vancement are the greatest ever known. Even the ordinary electrician 
is highly paid.but you can be an Expert — the man who bosses the big jobs. 

LetMeHelpYoutoaBigPayJob 



FREE 

Electrical 
Outfit 

You need tools, mate- 
rial and instruments 
to do the practical 
work I teach— these I 
Kive to you absolutely 
free— there is nothing 
for you to buy. You 
are absolutely privi- 
leged to use my TElec- 
trical Laboratories 
without cost, as well 
as my students' em- 
ployment department 
which helps you land 
a good job. 

Money-Back 
Guarantee 

You take no risk when 
you enroll f ormy Course. 
Under bond, I guarantee 
to return every penny 
paid me if you are not 
entirely satisfied with my 
instruction. A Million 
Dollar Institution stands 
back of me in this' guar- 
antee. 



I am Chief Engineer of the Chicago Engineering Works and I 
know exactly what you need to insure your success. I guarantee 
to give you that knowledge. In a few short months I can fit you 
to hold down one of the finest paying jobs in the world. 

Earn Extra Money While You Learn 

Learn right in your own home without losing an hour's time from 
the work you do now. In fact early in my course I show you 
how to make extra money doing spare time electrical work. 
Many of my students earn as high as $35 a week in addition to 
their regular pay. 

Age or Education Make No Difference 

You don't have to be a college man— not even a high school 

graduate. If you can read and write English I can make a big success of you. 
My Electrical Course is the most simple, thorough and successful course in 
existence. It has revolutionized training by correspondence. It has dozens 
of successful features never before attempted. 

Mail Coupon for My Book "Vital Facts" 

Let me send you my big free book of "Vital Facts" — let me tell 

you more about how you can jump from a "bossed" to a "bossing" job— a 
regular man's size job that pays $70 to $200 a week. Fill out and mail the 
coupon NOW before you turn this page. 

L. L. COOKE, Chief Engineer 



CHICAGO ENGINEERING WORKS 

2150 Lawrence Avenue. Chicago 

Dept. 495 
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Read What Some 

Other Students 

Af e Doing 

"When I started to study with you I was 
working as a machine boss, at $150 a month, 
and seemingly was unable to do better. 

"Five months after starting your Course I 
was made Mine-Electrician, at $250 a month, 
and now I have just had another $75 advance, 
making my present salary $325 a month, an 
increase of $175 a month in 10 months. 

"And it's all due to you. 

"You started me on the right track, you 
kept me there by your encouraging letters, and 
you surely have helped me to make good. 

"I can't thank you' enough." — Robert C. 
Dawson, Mine Electrician, The Consolidated 
Coal Co., Berryburg, W. Va. 



> L.LC00KE 

• Chief Engineer 
Chicago Engi- 
neering Works 
D.pt 49S 
2150 Lawrence .Vrtnue 
Chicago. III. 
Dear Sir: Send at once 
Sample Lessons, your Big 
Book of "Vital Facts." and 
full particulars of your Free 
Outfit and Home Study Course — 
all fully prepaid without obligation 



on my part. 



"Since I started to study with you a year 
aero I have, 'loin- electrical work in my spare 
time, made the price of two Courses, and have 
increased my earning power just 100 per 
cent." — Samuel Albright, Riverside, Wash. 



•During May I made about $85.00 in my 
spare time. I can hand you the credit^ be- 
cause when I started I knew NOTHING about 
Electricity."— L. Randell, Ironton, Minn. 



"You will be pleased to learn of my promo- 
tion to Chief Electrician. It was your Course 
put me where 1 am. Although only a little 
over half through your lessons I have had my 
wages raised from $75.00 to $275.00 a month 
and expect to do better before I am through." 
— H. E. Wolf. Columbus, Ohio. 



"When I enrolled with you I was only able 
to make $75.00 a month. Today, thinks to 
your splendid lessons, I am in business for 
myself, making over $400.00 a month." — A. 
Schreck, Phoenix, Arizona. 



"Electrical men here speak very highly of 
your Course. One — the Fresno Manager of the 
General Electric Company — says your Course 
is eiiual to tho three years' training courses at 
their Schenectady shops." — E. Linville, Fresno, 
California. 



"I want to speak a good word in regard to 
your Course and methods. It has helped me 
wonderfully. 1 passed a Journeyman's exam- 
ination with the International Brotherhood of 
Electrical Workers and am now carrying a 
first>class card." — J. R. Overton, Maryville, 
Tennessee. 



"When I enrolled I knew nothing about 
Electricity. Today I am the highest paid 
workman for the Massena Light & Power 
Co." — C. C. Burkhart, Massena, New York. 



"You don't know how glad I am that my 
son has found such a man as you. I only 
wish other mothers knew of the interest you 
take in your students- -their boys." — Mrs. S. 
Williams, Huntington Beach, Calif. 



"I am still holding that position with the 
Minneapolis Steel & Machinery Company, se- 
cured on your recommendation." — A. Swan- 
son, Minneapolis. Minn. 



"In 18 months since I started to study with 
you I have increased my salary from, $6 a day 
to $4,000 a year."— A. F. Klemz, State Supt. 
of Const. Miller- York Co., Saginaw, Mich. 



"The outfit is wonderful, so much better 
than I exp^-ted, and I must say I am more 
than pleased with the same." — F. X. Droege, 
Covington, Ky. 



Name. 



"Before I started to study with you I was 
only able to make $50 every two weeks. Now 
I am making $300 a month, and going up all 
the time. Your Course has put me where I 
am." — J. E. Stallinger, Mine Electrician, New 
River & Pocahontas Con. Coal Co., Layland, 
West Virginia. 



Address . 



TheXooke Trained Man is the Big Pay man 



"I would not take 1,000 dollars and be with- 
out your Course. If I did, the years ahead 
would only be like the few that have passed." 
— H. Swiger, Wallace, West Virginia. 
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How to Make a Hit with 
Influential People ! 



SOMETHING about Richard Bradley made 
him attract unusual attention wherever 
he went. You would instinctively. pick 
him out of a crowd as worthy of note. In a 
cathering of any sort — at the club, at dinners or 
business meetings — the most important people 
present could always be found around Bradley, 
eager to make friends with him. And as for the 
ladies — well, to use a colloquial 
expression, they literally 
"threw themselves at him." 

It wasn't Bradley s physical 
appearance, or the way he 
dressed or acted, that caused 
him to attract such favorable 
attention. In these things he 
was not unlike other men. But 
there was a vividness and 
charm about him which you 
felt the moment you saw him; 
and in his eye was the glint of 
steel acquired only by men 
who are doing things in a big 
way. 

Yet he had started life as an 
errand boy with a grammar- 
school education. And now at 
29 years of age he was making 
#1 2,000 a year in a keenly- 
competitive business in which 
none but mature men of high 
education were supposed to be 
able to succeed. 



Bradley theri.told me astonishing things about men and 
women, life, business and the world in general. I was 
utterly astounded at what be said. It seemed as though 
a curtain had suddenly been lifted from my eyes and I 
could now see clearly for the first time. Then he drew 
his chair close to mine and told me a mental knack to use 
in dealing with people so as to immediately destroy any ad* 
vantagethey have over you, and to gain the advantage yourself, 

"And now," continued Bradley, in a tone of friendly 
command, "telephone to the man 1 told you about and 
ask for an appointment." 



I SAW my man the following day, 
and did exactly what Bradley told 
me to do both be/ore and during the in- 
terview. And I got that job.' Yes, actu- 
ally landed a -job I was afraid to 
tackle until Bradley told me such 
astonishing things. You can well 
Imagine my delight! It pays me 
three times more than I ever thought 
myself capable of earning/ All my 
friends arc wondering how I did ii ! 
I've the satisfaction of knowing I'm 
making good in a big way — got it 
(Straight from the president at lunch- 
eon. If it hadn't been for Bradley 
I'd still be asleep in a rut letting the 
world bluff me out of money which 
Is rightfully mine. But now I know 
the knack of getting big money/ 



How to— 

— gain the self* » assurance that 
strongly impresses people; 

—overcome nervousness in 
meeting people ; 

— meet and deal with "big" peo- 
ple as easily as you do your 
closest friends ; 

— quickly develop an impressive* 
winning personality; 

— dominate and control people; 

— prevent people from outwit- 
ting you; 

— quickly get a substantial raise, 
promotion or anything you 
especially want; 

— use the secret of making big 
money to bring you quick 
results ; 

make people look upon you as 
a "winner"; 



BRADLEY and I saw each 
other often, and, natu- 
rally, I valued his friendship 
highly. One day he dropped 
in to see me with a "tip" on a 
big job he said I could get if I'd go after it. It was 
a big job — right in my line — but I felt it was 
altogether too big for_ me at that time. I 
doubted if I could get it; and even if I could, 
I didn't see how I could possibly be worth the 
large salary it paid. As I told this to Bradley a 
look of surprise, then of utter amazement, 
flashed across his face. 

" Too big for you!" he exploded— "what non- 
sense! Nothing is too big, or too important, or 
too good for you — or for anyone else. Get that 
foolish nonsense out of your mind. The reason 
why you and lots of other fellows aren't getting 
more money is because you let ike world bluff you. 
You've already got the ability — much more 
than many men holding high positions — but 
you haven't yet learned the knack of making peo- 
ple pay you. big money for it." 



intensify your knowledge and 
skill, without further study, to 
make it bring you substantial 
and quick rewards ; , 



— win your way into the highest 
social circles. . 



w 



HAT Bradley tol J me was this: 
"You know that until recent 
generations our ancestors, as a race, 
were oppressed, exploited and held 
do:: ii by the governing; classes. They 
were Mulled into believing that kings 
and the ruling classes were infinitely 
better aw} altogether superior to them. 
The ruling classes forced this bluff 
on the people by means of artificial 
standard so f society and a lot of Hub* 
dub magnificence. 

"Today you and the rest of us 
laugh at this. We know it to he 
bunk. But just as we Inherit our 
type of body, so do we inherit our 
state of mind. Our ancestors had a 
high respect for — even fear of — peo- 
ple in authority. Recent researches in psycho-analysis 
prove that even today most of us have an undue respect 
for, or actual fear of t people in positions of authority. We 
may not realize it. Consciously we may not have this 
fear; but, nevertheless, we have it — planted deep in our 
subconscious mind — inherited from our ancestors. 

"Thatls why so few people get the rich rewards they 
are entitled to. They know they arc worth more money, 
but they dislike to face the boss. They know they have 
the ability to hold a bigger job, bur lack the know-how 
and the nerve to get it. Tens of thousands of natural-bom 
money-makers anil leaders of men are today held down to 
underpaid jobs simply because they are bluffed by other men. 
And many splendid men and women find themselves un- 
able to enter high social circles, simply because of an itt- 
herited state of mind. 

"But there's a simple way to quickly overcome this In- 
herited handicap," continued Bradley. " It will not only 
wipe put your fears, but give you invincible courage, dash 
and intrepidity which sweeps everything before ir, and 
makes people view you with amazed admiration. It will 
enable you to dominate other people instead of being domi- 
nated by them." And then lie told me the actual methods 

Cctjrisht, 1922. Fairfield Publishers Ine, 



to use — the methods which enabled me to win and hold my 
big job which pays me three times more than I ever thought 
myself capable of earning. 

Startling Revelations ! 

THE whole of these astonishing facts, with all the power- 
ful methods, are clearly and fully told in "NERVE," a 
remarkable 6-volume pocket-size Course by William G. 
Clifford. That is where Bradley got his information which 
enabled him and his friend to accomplish such remarkable 
things. Within one hour after you start to read this as- 
tonishing Course your eyes will be opened as they never 
were opened bcforel There is nothing to laboriously study 
or learn. You can apply at once the powerful methods it 
gives you— methods which will immediately thrill you with 
invincible courage and give you great power over men and 
women and the world at 
large. 

SEND NO MONEY. 
Merely fill in and mail 
the coupon. The com- 
plete Course "NERVE," 
in six attractive volumes, 
goes to you immediately. 
simply pay the postman 
$1.25 plus postage and 
the complete Course Is 
yours. If you are not de- 
lighted, return the Course 
within five days and your 
money will instantly be 
refunded. 

You have al way s 
wanted to know how to 
forcefully assert yourself to 
command respect from 
other men; how to meet 
the biggest business and 
social leaders with the 
impressive manner that 
wins their admiration; 
how to feel at ease under 
all conditions; how to 
know if the other man is 
bluffing you and how to 
quickly twit the tables on 
him. All these things and 
more — including the se- 
cret of making big money 
—arc clearly and specific- 
ally told in "NERVE," 
as you will quickly see to 
your great profit and de- 
light. 

We may be compelled to withdraw this remarkable offer 
at any moment, so it is suggested that you get "NERVE" 
now — before it is too late! 

Fairfield Publishers Inc., 

1 10 West 40th Street (Dept. 883 ) New York City 

J FAIRFIELD PUBLISHERS Inc., 110 W. 40th St., New York Cfty 

■ Send me "NERVE" by William G. Clifford, in six pocket-size 

■ volumes- I will pay the postman $1.25 phis postage in full payment 
! on arrival. It fs understood that, if 1 am not more than satisfied, I 
_ may return the Course to you within five days and receive my money 
. hack instantly. 



Big Cut 
In Price! 

"NERVE" has created a 
tremendous Impression. 
Letters and telegrams are 
snowing ua under. Personal 
calls by the score. All from 
purchasers — telling how 
greatly they nave been as- 
tonished — delighted — 
thrilled — pushed to suc- 
cess — by "NERVE." 

Orders arc flooding us. 
The big, new. revised edi- 
tion of "NERVE" sells 
regularly for 53- But now 
we can cut costs by print- 
ing large editions.. We'll 
share our saving with you. 

If you order Immedi- 
ately we'll send you the 
regular $3 Course for only 
Si. 25. A clear saving to 
you of $1.75. Was S3 — 
now $1.25. Hut you must 
ACT QUICKLY t 
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Special 

Quick-Action 

Offer! 



Name . 



(Print name and address clearly) 



I Street . . 

■ 

! City. 



Price outside of U. S., $i.3s cash with older. 
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Prize Stories 

TRUE STORY'S editors 
had purposed to announce 
in this number the com- 
plete results of TnuE Story's 
Prize Contest closing with the 
first day of last January. But 
the awards cannot be announced 
until the June issue for a hun- 
dred or more reasons. 

You may be responsible for 
one of these reasons, for each of 
them takes the form of a manu- 
script that the judges of the 
Contest have not yet decided 
out-of-the-runniug. 

' I ''HE cloud has a silver lining, 
■1 though, for in this v\ ay True 
Story's editors are afforded a 
wider choice and contestants 
greater chance of their stoiies 
publication, whether or not 
awarded prizes. 

In the meantime the second 
of the contest's hundred dollar 
prizes goes to Mrs. Lillian Irish, 
of Huron, South Dakota, for her 
story, '"The Turnpike," which is, 
incidentally, one of the most 
interesting of the life stories that 
will make up June True Story. 

Don't Forget: 

WE'D like to have your 
candid comments on True 
Story — its appearance and ap- 
peal, its vices and its virtues. 
You've perhaps noted the offer 
of twenty-five dollars to be 
awarded monthly to readers 
whose criticisms True Story's 
editors find most helpful. The 
best letter received during April 
will be awarded ten dollars, the 
next best five dollars, the next 
best in turn two dollars each. 

INSTEAD of saying that a 
story is good, bad or indiffer- 
ent, give it a percentage rate 
for interest-holding, as follows: 
Poor, equals any rating under 79 
per cent; fair, equals 80 to 89 per 
cent; good, 90 to 93 per cent; very 
good, 94 to 96 per cent; superla- 
tively good, 97 to 100 per cent. 
In the June number will ap- 
pear the list of March letter- 
writers awarded prizes. 
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New Discovery Explains Why 

Hair Turns Gray 



Science Shows How Any Man or Woman Can Now 

Quickly Restore Hair to Its Own, 

Original Color 



GRAY hair is simply hair without 
color! Science has discovered that 
if a certain natural process in the 
root were not affected by worry or by ad- 
vancing age, the hair would never become 
gray, but retain its natural color through- 
out life. 

A remarkable new discovery now makes 
it possible for the original color of the hair 
to be restored quickly and easily through a 
simple, natural process. Hair acquires its 
color (blond, black, brown, auburn, etc.) 
from the presence of coloring matter or pig- 
ment in tiny cells found at the root of the 
hair. This coloring matter is given off at 
the tip of the papilla, enters the root, and 
is dissolved in tiny corpuscles in the middle 
layer of the hair. The process is known as 
pigmentation. (See diagram.) 

Gray Hair Not Always 
a Sign of Age 

Gray hair, which is regarded by many as 
an indication of approaching age, is simply 
due to the absence or loss of pigment in the 
cells. That explains why one woman may 
be gray at thirty while another retains the 
lustrous color of her hair until extreme old 
age. 

As long as the process of pigmentation 
continues, the hair remains black or brown 
or whatever the original color happened to 
be. But as soon as this process is affected 
by advancing age, or by shock, worry or 
illness, the pigment supply lessens or fails — 
and no coloring is sent up into the hair. 
The result is that the hair becomes streaked 
with gray. This gray does not indicate a 
change in color. It indicates an absence of 
color, and unless this condition is corrected, 
the hair will soon become entirely gray. 

The Only Way Color Can Be 
Restored 

If only one hair in 
your head is gray, it is 
a danger signal. The 
cells of pigmentation 
• need nourishment and 
stimulation. If the 
hair is streaked with 
gray, instant action is 
necessary, otherwise 
I he hair will lose all 
its color. If the hair 
is entirely or almost 
entirely gray, there is 
only one way to re- 
store it to its natural 
color — and that is by 
stimulating the cells of 
pigmentation so that 
they function properly 
and supply the hair 
with natural coloring 
matter. 

The ordinary hair "restorer" is a dye or 
tint that merely colors the gray hair arti- 
ficially. It makes the hair coarse and 
brittle and artificial color gradually wears 
away. But Tru-Tone actually strengthens 



•—. 



Why Gray Hair Is Simply 
Hair Without Color 

1 Ik- hair shaft (A) springs 
from a tube-like depres- 
sion in the scalp called a 
follicle (E). The bulb (F) 
rests on a tiny tip of tissue 
called the papilla (H). 
The color of the hair is 
due to a pigment given 
off at the tip of this pa- 
pilla. When sickness, 
worry or shock interferes 
with this pigment supply 
the hair blanches. To 
restore it to its natural 
color the pigment supply 
must be restored through 
a natural process. In the 
diagram B is the root. C the oil gland. 1> 
the root sheath and G the fat cells. Study 
the diagram and you will see for yourself 
why there is only one scientific way to re- 
store the color of hair. 




and nourishes the pigment 
cells so that they once 
more supply the hair with 
natural coloring matter. 

Guarantee Backed 
By a Million Dol- 
lar Bank 

Tru-Tone is a 
pure, delicately 
scented powder 
that you simply 
dissolve in water 
and use on the 
scalp. It is abso- 
lutely guaranteed 
to be as entirely 
harmless as water 
itself. Tru - Tone 
contains no alkali, 
acid, coal tar, wood 
alcohol, nickel, cop- 
per or other ingre- 
dients that could 
possibly injure the 
hair or scalp. Our 
guarantee of Tru- 
Tone 's harmless 
purity and sure sat- 
isfaction to users is 
backed by a de- 
posit of Si 0,000 in 
the State Bank of Philadelphia, which is 
authorized to return to any purchaser the 
total amount paid for Tru-Tone if its re- 
sults are unsatisfactory, or if any of our 
statements misrepresent it. Tru-Tone is 
not only as harmless as the water you 
use with it, but it will make your hair 
glossy, thick and beautiful at the same 
time that it restores it to natural color. 

Tru-Tone is not a dye, or a stain, or a 
tint. It does not act on the hair at all, 
but on the tiny pigment cells that supply the 
hair with color. These 
cells can supply the 
hair with only one 
color- — and that is the 
natural color. If your 
hair was auburn orig- 
inally, Tru-Tone will 
restore it to its true 
auburn color. If it 
was blond, or brown 
or black, Tru-Tone will 
restore it to the'exact 
shade and lustre it 
had in youth. 




Take Advan- 
tage of This 
Spe ial Free- 
Proof Offer 

Nothing can so thor- 
oughly convince you of the wonderful 
power of Tru-Tone in restoring the hair to 
its natural color as trying it. That is why 
we are making the very special offer. 
If you will fill in the coupon below and 



mail it to us at once, we will send you a full- 
size carton of Tru-Tone. Don't send any 
money. And don't send a sample of your 
hair — Tru-Tone acts alike on all hair; it 
restores it to its own natural color. Just 
send the coupon — but be sure, to do it at 
once. 

Mail Coupon Now! 

When the postman delivers Tru-Tone to 
your door, give him only $1.45 (plus post- 
age) in full payment. This is a special in- 
troductory price — Tru-Tone ordinarily sells 
for S3. 00. You may send money with your 
order if you wish. If afler a fair test you 
are not delighted with results, if Tru-Tone 
does not restore your hair to its original 
color, simply return what is left of it and 
your money will be refunded at once. 

Clip the coupon and mail it now, before 
you forget. Bear in mind that this is a 
free-proof offer; the test of Tru-Tone need 
cost nothing if you are not absolutely de- 
lighted. Act NOW! Domino House Dept. 
T-245, 267 South 9th St., Philadelphia, Pa: 



Domino House, 

Dept. T-245, 267 South 9th St., Philadelphia. Pa. 
You may send me a S.VOfi carton of your Tru-Tone. I 
will pay the postman $1.45 plus postage. Although I 
am benefiting by the special introductory cut price. I am 
nevertheless purchasing the first carton with the absolute 
guaranteed privilege of returning it after a fair trial and 
you agree to refund my money if I am not delighted with 
the results in every way. I am to be the sole and only 
judge. 



Name . 



// apt to he out when postman calls, then send remittance 
right with this coupon. 
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Your Figure 

Has Charm Only as You Are 
Fully Developed 

BEAUTY OF FORM 

can be cultivated just the same as 
flowers are made to blossom with prop- 
er care. Woman, by nature refined 
and delicate, craves the natural beauty 
of her sex. How wonderful to be a 
perfect woman. 

Bust Pads and Ruffles 

never look natural or feel right. They are 
really harmful and retard development. You 
should add to your physical beauty by enlarging 
your bust-form to its natural size. This is easy to 
accomplish with the NATIONAL, a new scientific appliance that brings delightful results. 

FREE BEAUTY BOOK 

If you wish a beautiful, womanly figure, write for a copy of the treatise by Dr. C. S. Carr, 
formerly published in the Physical Culture Magazine, entitled: "The Bust — How it 
M3V Be Developed." Of this method Dr. Carr states: 

"Indeed, it will bring about a development 
of the busts quite astonishing." 

This vafuabfe information, explaining the causes of non-development, together with 
photographic proof showiug as much as five inches enlargement by this method, will 
be sent FREE to every woman who writes quickly. Those desiring book sent sealed, 
enclose 4c postage. 

THE OLIVE COMPANY Dept. T CLARINDA, IOW A 

KEEP FIT DURING 

National Physical Culture Week 

MAY 1st to 8th 

// You Want to Help in Your Community, Write to 

EDWIN E. ZOTY, Executive Secretary, 
119 West 40th Street, New York City, N. Y. 




FREE 

GOWN DESIGNING 
LESSONS 

Every Girl — Every Woman 

should design and make her own gowns. Any one, 

15 or over, can easily learn in 10 weeks ; fascinating 

spare time work. 

You can save two-thirds of the cost of every dress or 

gown you have, or have three times as many at the 

same cost. 

You can easily become a Dress and Costume Designer 



Designers Earn from 
$2000 to $10,000 
a year 



A delightful Frock, of dark 
blue or brown taffeta. 

Dealer's Price $45. OB 

Actual Cost to Make 

5 yds. Taffeta at $2.50, 

$12.50; Findings. $3. $15.50 



Our course will save 

you $29.50 

Write your name and ad- 
dress on the coupon. We 
can reach you wherever you 
may be. Tear It off and 
mail it today, sure — you 
may forget It tomorrow. 



What hundreds of 
girls and women 
have done, you 
can do. ' 



Address. 



s 



s Mall to 

- * FRANKLIN 

S INSTITUTE 

* Dept.C 720 

Rochester, N. Y. 

Kindly send me absolutely free. 



book containing sample lessons 

> In Dress and Costume Designing, 

Dress Making and Coat Making. 

as taught in 10 weeks' spare time. Also 
show me how I can learn to make gowns 
similar to that here shown at about one-third 
the store cost. 



.** 



CLASSIFIED ADVERTISING 

ADVERTISING FORMS CLOSE 25th 

OF THIRD MONTH PRECEDING 

DATE OF ISSUE 



Agents Wanted 



Big Money And Fast Sales. Every Owner Buvs Gold 

Initials for his auto. You charge S1.50; make $1.35. Ten 
orders dally easy. Write for particulars and free samples. 
American Monogram Co., Dept. I'M. East Orange, X. J. 

Agents, $60 to $200 A Week, Free Samples. Gold 
Sign Letters for store and Office Windows. Anyone can 
do it. Big demand. Liberal offer to general agents. 
Metallic Letter Co.. 429 A. X. Clark St., Chicago. 

Big Money. Quick Sales, Fine Profits And Stcadv 
demand selling Clows-Knit guaranteed hosiery direct 
from mill to wearers. All styles for man. women, 
children. Many making $3000 year. George Clows 

Company. Desk 00, Philadelphia. 

Agents— 200% Profit. Wonderful Little Article; 
something new; sells like wildfire: carry in pocket: write 
at once for Free Sample. Albert Mills, Gen. Mgr.. 59oS 
American Bldg., Cincinnati. Ohio. 

Astrological Knowledge 

Astrology. Send Dime And Birth Information, 
for reliable scientific test to Plato, oldest astrologer, Box 
102. Buffalo, X. Y. One year's future one dollar. 



Automobiles 



Auto Owners Wanted To Use And Introduce Our 
new 6,000 and 10.000 Mile Guaranteed Cord and Fabric 
Tires. Make big money, part or full time. Free Tires 
for your car. \\ rite quick for special agents' offer and 
low wholesale prices. It will pay you to answer this 
little adv. now. Reliable Tire & Rubber Co., 35th St. 
& Michigan Ave.. Dept. 230, Chicago, 111. 



Books 



Sex Books For Adults. Illustrated Catalog 4c. 

Smetana &. Co., Dept. fi, Owosso. Mich. 

Sex Books For Professional And Advanced Adulc 
readers only. The Modern Book Society. 4150 Santa 
Monica Blvd.. Los Angeles, Cal. (formerly of New York 
City) 

Business Opportunities 

Free— Formula Catalog. Laboratories, Bovlston 
Building. Chlrago. 

We Start You In Business, Furnishing Rverv- 
thlng. Men and women, opportunity to earn $1500 to 
S7500 yearly operating our "New System Specialty Candy 
Factories" anywhere. Big candy booklet free. W. 
IlUlyer Ragsdale, Drawer 3D, East Orange. X. J. 



Help Wanted 



Stop Dally Grind. Start Slivering Mirrors. Auto 

bead lights, tableware, etc. Plans free. Clarence 
Sprinkle. Dept. 117. Marlon. Indiana. 

Real Estate Men Make $5,000 To S10.000 Yearlv. 
You can do It. Send SI for latest book showing how 
to do it. Money refunded If not what we claim. Alliance 
Realty Bureau. Milwaukee. Wisconsin. 

$92 — S192 Month. Men— Women Over 17. Steady 
work. Get U. S. Government positions. Common educa- 
tion sufficient. Influence unnecessary. List positions 
obtainable — free. Write today sure. Franklin Institute. 
Dept. CM, Rochester, X. Y. 

Ambitious Men— Women: $40.00. $150.00 Weekly. 
Become advertising writers. Students frequently earn 
$20.00. $40.00 weekly while learning. Prepare quickly, 
home spare time. We assist you to position. Write 
Applied Arts Institute, Dept. 242, Witherspoon Building. 
Philadelphia. 

Help Wanted Female 

Girls -Women. Become Dress Designers. $.*5 
week. Learn while earning. Sample lessons free. 
Franklin Institute, Dept. C. 502. Rochester. X. Y. 

Mail Order Business 

I Made $25,000 With Small Mail Order Business. 
Sample article 25c. Free Booklet. Stamp. Alts Scott, 
Cohoes. X. Y. 

Motion Picture Plays 

Photoplays"! 5000 Ideas Needed. Working (iirl 
p:ild S10.000 for Ideas she thought worthless. Detail--* 
free. Write. Producers League. 400. St. Louis. 



Personal 



Want To Hear From Owner Having Farm For 
sale; Rive particulars and lowest price. John J. Black. 
305th Street. Chippewa Fails. Wisconsin. 

Let's Swap! Buy! Sell! WhatuVyc ttot? Whatd'v.- 
want? 20,000 readers. Dime trial. Swap Bulletin 
Detroit. 

"Lonesome? Make Acquaintances Everywhere. 
Satisfaction Kuarantccd. Write today for free Informa- 
tion enclosing stamp. Harmony Club. 844 Montana 
St.. Chicago." 

Tobacco Or Snuff Habit Cured Or No Pay. Si.OD 
If cured. Remedy sent on trial. Superba Co.. S. F.» 
Baltimore. Md. 

Free For Fat People. All Obese People Wishing 
quick permanent reduction should write me immediately 
regarding my liberal free offer to send one full month s 
supply of my great, new drugless obesity treatment, abso- 
solutcly free. Address J. F.. Bennett. 501 San Fernando 
Bldg.. Los Angeles. California. 

{Continued on page 6) 



iliue Story Aiagazirf£ 




This is the Coupon that Put 
Me in the $10,000 a Year Class 



>-T"MIAT little slip of 

1 paper wouldn't cash 
in for a penny at a 
bank teller's window. But 
$10,000 wouldn't begin to 
express what it has been 
worth to me. 

Most of us do look upon 
$10,000 as a pretty good 
yearly salary. To me it 
looked almost impossibly 
big. Why I was just a 
young farmer boy! Yet 
somehow or other the figure 
"S10,000-a-year," always 
stuck in my mind. I used 
to add it up time and again. 
1 used to figure all I could 
do with an amount like that 
coming in each year. I 
could have a beautifully furnished home in 
the city, a car — well, just about everything 
I wanted. 

And then it happened! Today — not so 
long afterward — I find myself hbthe S10,000 
a year class. I am a little amazed myself 
when I think that just a couple of short 
years ago I was pushing a plow. And I had 
never realized S10,000 a year was waiting for 
me in a field in which 1 had no previous 
experience whatever! 

• Why People Laughed 

The first time I mentioned the word 
"Salesman" at home I was greeted with a 
laugh from everyone in the family. "The 
idea of a farmer boy making good as a sales- 
man!" they said. But I knew there was a 
way to do it. I knew that men had stepped 
down from bookkeepers' stools into high- 
salaried jobs as salesmen. I knew that 
clerks who had never sold a dime's worth of 
goods in their lives had made big money 
selling. I knew that firemen, city police- 
men, railway mail clerks, and others who 
were farmer boys like myself had become 
successful salesmen at large salaries. And 
what is more, I knew HOW they had done it! 

The whole thing happened in a rather 
commonplace way. I had just finished a 
hard day out in the fields and was sitting in 




the kitchen resting and 
waiting for supper. I 

picked up a magazine and 
there 1 read how a great 
organization of expert sales- 
men and sales managers had 
banded together to fit men 
to succeed in this great 
field. I read of the wonder- 
fid success of their methods. 
I read how a man from 
Portland, Oregon, named 
F. Wynn had stepped from 
a small-pay job to a sales- 
man's with earnings which 
amounted to as high as 
S550.00 a week. 1 read of a 
fireman who never before 
had earned more than 
S60.00 a month. This or- 
ganization made a salesman out of him and 
his earnings ran up to the $300.00 a week 
figure. His name was George W. Kearns 
and he came from Oklahoma City. I read 
about a farmer like myself, Charles Berry of 
Wintersett, Iowa, who earned a thousand 
dollars the very first month he became a 
salesman. I read about W. Hartle of 
Chicago who had spent ten years in the 
railway mail service at a salary ranging from 
$900 to S1200 a year. As a salesman his 
earnings were SI 000 in thirty days. 

Why It Was Easy 

These men had never sold goods — had never 
known they could sell. But that hadn't mat- 
tered a bit. They learned of this great organi- 
zation formed for the express purpose of fitting 
men for the great opportunities in the field of 
Salesmanship and to help them to positions in 
the lines that most appeal to them. Step by step 
— in their spare time at home this Association 
took them thru every phase of selling. Then 
almost before they realized it they were in the 
big money class. And that night, even before 
1 had supper, I mailed the coupon that you 
see reproduced above. 

I Leave the Farm for 
$10,000 a Year 

The rest seems like an amazing dream to 
me. Right at home in my spare time I was 



taken through every phase of selling. Today 
— and it is just about three years since then — 
and I am the Branch and Sales Manager of 
one of the large brush manufacturing com- 
panies of Philadelphia. I had been with them 
only seven months when I began to make the 
money I had once dreamed of earning. 

When an organization has done that much 
for you wouldn't you want to help them too? 
And that is why I am telling my story here, 
Eecause I have no doubt that there are hun- 
dreds of others who realize that selling is the 
real 1 ig-money field. But they have never 
realized that they could easily get their share 
of this big money regardless of whether they 
had ever sold a dime's worth of goods before 
in their lives. M.K. Mellott. 

Send for This Free Book 

The same opportunity that has brought 
Jr. Mellott and hundreds of others their good 
fortune is open to you. Whether or not you 
have ever thought of becoming a Salesman, 
you shoidd examine the facts about the tre- 
mendous possibilities for big earnings in this 
fascinating field. This will not cost you a 
penny and places you under no obligation. 
It simply means that you will receive, entirely 
free, a remarkal lo book. "The Knight of the 
(■rip," and the personal stories of men in every 
part of the country who today are enjoying 
splendid success and earning five, ten and fif- 
teen times as much money as ever before. 
Make a start now! Mail at once the coupon 
that can put you into the $10,000 a year class 
too. National Salesmen's Training Associ- 
ation, Dept. 60-E, Chicago, 111. 



r 



National Salesmen's Training Association, 
Dept. 60-E, Chicago, III. 

I simply want to see the farts. Send me FREE your 
l?ook on Salesmanship and Proof that I can become a 
Master Salesman. Also tell how you can help me to a 
l>osition and send list of lines with openings for 
Salesmen. 



City. 
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I Can Teach You Piano 
In Half Usual Time 



To persons who have not previously 
heard of my method, this may seem 
a pretty bold statement. But I will 
gladly convince you of its accuracy by 
referring you to any number of my 
graduates in any part of the world. 

There isn't a State in the Union that doesn't 
contain many players of the piano or organ who 
obtained their training from me by mail. I 
have far more students than were ever before 
taught by one man. Investigate by writing 
for my 64-page free booklet, "How to Learn 
Piano or Organ." 

My way of teaching piano or organ is en» 
tirely different from all others. Out of every 
four hours of study, one hour is spent entirely 
away from the keyboard, learning some- 
thing about Harmony and The Laws of Music. 
This s an awful shock to most teachers of the 
"old school." who still think that learning 
piano is solely a problem of "finger gymnastics 
accomplish twice as much, because you 
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DR. QUINN AT HIS PIANO 

From the Famous Sketch by Schneider, Ex- 
hibited at the St. Louis Exposition. 



When you do go to the keyboard, you 
understand what you are doing. Within four 
lessons' I enable you to play an interesting piece not only in the original key, but in other keys 
as well. 

I make use of every possible scientific help — many of which are entirely 
unknown to the average teacher. Mv patented invention, the COLOR- 
TONE, sweeps away playing difficulties that have troubled students for 
generations. By its use. Transposition — usually a "nightmare" to stu- 
dents — becomes easy and fascinating. With my fifth lesson I introduce 
another important and exclusive invention, QUINN-DEX. Quinn-Dex 
is a simple, hand-operated moving-picture device, which enables you to 
see, right before your eves, every movement of my hands at the keyboard. 
You actually see the fingers move. Instead of having to reproduce your 
teacher's finger movements from MEMORY— which cannot be always 
accurate — you have the correct models before vou during every minute 
of practice. The COLORTONE and QUINN-DEX save you months 
and years of wasted effort. They can be obtained only from me and there 
is nothing else anywhere even remotely like them. 

Men and women who have failed by other methods have quickly and 
easily attained success when studying with me. In all essential ways 
you are in closer touch with me than if you were studying by the oral 
method — yet my lessons cost you only 43 cents each — and they include 
all the manv recent developments in scientific teaching. For the student 
of moderate' means, this method of studying is far superior to all others; 
and even for the wealthiest students there is nothing better at any price. 

You may be certain 
that your progress is at 
all times in accord with 
the best musical thought 
of the present day, and 
this makes al! the dif- 
ference in the world. 
My course is endorsed by 
distinguished musicians, 
who would not recommend 
any course that did not 
maintain the highest musi- 
cal standards. It is for 
besinners or experienced 
players, old or young. YOU 
advance as rapidly or as 
slowly as you wish. All 
necessary music is supplied 
without extra charge. A 
diploma is granted. Write 
t(*Hv without cost or onh- 
FREE BOOK COUPON I Son for 64-page free 

QUINN CONSERVATORY, Studio TS-4S E****. Organ."' ^^ 

S98 Columbia Road, Boston, 25, Mass. Fla "° OT "**■* 

Please send me. without cost or obligation, your free ' U 1 DfllC T IinilP 
booklet. Hou toI..-;irnI>ianoorOr B an."andfulli>:ir!H- I luAKLUd LULlUiJ 
ulars of your Course and spceial reduced Tuition Offer, i — »»».«».»» 

QUINN CONSERVA- 
^.ZZZZIIZZZ TORY OF MUSIC 

Sludio TS-4S 598 Columbia Road 
I • BOSTON. 25. MASS. 




FREE ^VIOLIN 

You can surprise your friends by learnintr to play in 
one week. Show them how easy it is to play at o»ice 
for pleasure or profit, using 1 my three new inventions. 
Over 10,000 Students C ae v * A I oam 
Found Violin Playing »»Vo»y TO Lvaill 

My three new inventions make it easy for young or 
old. 1 have taught violin lessons 40 years; Write your 
name and address at bottom of page and send for 
free violin offer and three pew inventions." 
PROF A HINCHCL1FKE. 233 Broadway 

■ WoolwortH Bld&._ Penti51-R . N£ W YOhH 



BOOMEEPFfi 

GET OUT OF THE RUT: 

become a certified Public or Cost Accountant; ro into 
business for yourself; demand for expert accountants ex- 
ceeds the supply; our graduates earn over $5,000 yearly; 
have more business than they can handle; learn at home 
in spare time by our new system. Write for booklet and 

special offer. No solicitors will call. 
Unirerial Business Institute, 371 Pullman Bldg., New York 

SOINIG WRITERS 

Have you song poems or melodies? I have best 
proposition to offer you. 

RAY HIBBELER 
Dl 38, 4040 Dickens Avenue, Chicago 



CLASSIFIED ADVERTISING 

(Conlimied from page 4) 

Photoplays, Short Storie s, Etc. 

Wanted — Men and Women Ambitious To Make 
money writing Stories and Photoplays. Send for won- 
derful Free Hook that tells how. Authors" ITess Dent 
168, Auburn, X. Y. v 

.Stories, Poems, Plays, Etc., Are Wanted For 
publication. Submit MS3. or write Literary Iiurcau 172 

Hiiniiihril. Mo. 

l-arn S25 Weekly. Spare Time, Writing For News- 
papers. maKazincs. KxiH-rionco unnecessary; detalLs free 
Press Syndicate. 94G. St. Louis, Mo. 

Song Poems Wanted 

Writers! Have Vou A Sonjl Poem. Storv. PhotO- 
play to sell? Submit MSS. now to Music Sales Co.. 102 
St. Louis. 

Song Poems Wanted. Prompt Decision. Revis- 
ing, composing, arranging, copyright Inc. printing 
Pioneer Music Co., Suite 575. 1<V74 Broadway. N ew York. 

Write The Words For A Song. We Will Compose 
music, secure copyright and print. Submit poems on 
any subject. Seton Music Company, 920 S. Michigan 
Ave., Room :,02. Chicago. 

Write A Song Poem, Love, Mother, Home, Comic 
or any subject. I compose music and guarantee publica- 
tion. Send words today. Edward Trent. 059 Reaper 
lU(M-k. Chicago. 

Write The Words For A Song. We Revise Poems, 

write music and guarantee to secure publication Sub- 
mit poems on any subject. Broadway studios, 227B 

Fitzgerald Hldg.. New York. ' 

Free Booklet "Song Writing Facts." Song 
poems wanted. Free examination. We write music 
facilitate publication. Successful Song Service 240 
West 40th Street, New York. Department U. 

Stamping Names 

Make $19 Per 100, Stamping Names On Key 

Checks. Send 2oc for sample and particulars. H. 
Kcytag Co.. Cohoeg, x. y. 



Why Many Men 
Are Old at 40 



Cm 

\ — JWMffi gzw/ Perhaps the most common 
dJM wKMJ cause is the disturbed con- 

\W8 g» dition of an important 

Wff TO ■' . : jSf gland. Even men o: iron 

« j»: lar constitution arc not exempt 

^^■S -2±^Ur from this amazingly common 
mm irregularity. We have for lim- 

ited distribution, an ethically accurate, educational 
and interesting 

FREE BOOK 

Its message may prove of unsuspected value to you* 
It explains how a disturbed condition of this vita' 
gland my cause sciatica, backache, painful and 
tender feet, interrupted sleep and other extremely 
uncomfortable and often serious conditions. It tells 
of Thcrtnalaid. a simple means by which the essential 
of a new hygie ni c principle, done into convenient form 
corrects this prostate gland condition and its attend- 
ant health faults without medicine, massage, or knife. 
The records of its success for five years is incontrover- 
tible. The book is free. Simply address 

THE ELECTRO THERMAL COMPANY 

3106 Main St. t Steubenville, Ohio > 



Si BECOME AN EXPERT 
TENOGRAPHER 
' AND SPEED TYPIST 

A profession that offers men and women rich rewards, fascinating 
work, big pay, and opens tho way (or promotion to high executive 
position!* paying* $50 to $100 a week and up. Many of America's big- 
gout business men and women got their start because they mastered 
stenography. Demand for expert stenographers and typmts always 
exceeds the supply at salaries of from $30 to $50 a week. Tho Tullom 
New Way makes you an expert, one who can start in at a lame salary. 
Complete courso in shorthand and typewriting - , new principles, insures 
exceptional speed and accuracy. You can write shorthand the new 
way 125 to 150 words a minute. You can typewrite 80 to 100 words a 
minute and with thin speed noes accuracy and case of operation— no 
fatigue an with the old way. Remarkable methods— remarkable results. 
Yoa learn faster tho Tulloss New Way. No previous stenographic 
schooling- necessary. Train at home during your spare time. Only 
about half usual coat— you will become • far more etticit-nt stenogra- 



pher— worthmoremoncy than theavcrago right from Uie start. If al- 
ready a stenographer you nevertheless need New Way training in speed 
typewriting, for no matter how good you are in shorthand, you can 



nsver expect tho high salaried ponition until you get speed, real speed 
and accuracy on a typewriter. Quickly acquired In tan assy lessons. 
Will send you free our amarinff book, "How to Be a Big Man's Kight 
Hand." It tells how business men choose their private secretaries, 
bow they advance them tu executive positions. Send postal or letter 
and indicate whether you are interested in the complete xtenogrsphy 
course or simply speed typewriting. No obligation— write today. 

THE TULLOSS SCHOOL, 558 College Hill, Springfield, Ohio 



ACF1 ELD'S METAPAD 

It Supports £h Binds 

■ The Front Arch , 



Instantly Relieves 
Metatarsal Arch Affections 

Morton Too, cramping; of toes, en- 
larged little toe joints, sole 
calluses and spreading ~* 
foot. Worn In any shoe, 
under or over stock- 
ing. Any other foot 
troubles? 
Write for full 
Particulars. 




Foot Specialties C. R. ACF1ELD 

Marbridi:c Bid.:-, 1328 Broadway 



Dept. S. F. 
Now York 
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Marie Franzan Tells Secret 
of Quickly Making Your 
Skin Beautiful 



An amazing improvement can now be made in any 

complexion, almost overnight. Famous beauty 

specialist tells of the discovery of the three types 

of skin and the special treatment for each 



I 



"T is now so easy to have really 
beautiful skin, free from all 
ordinary blemishes! Any com- 
plexion can quickly be transformed 
to natural, radiant beauty! The 
secret has been found in a scientific 
discovery concerning the basic na- 
ture of skin. This new discovery 
brings amazingly rapid results be- 
cause it is based on the fundamental 
fact that each skin — your skin — is 
different, there are certain scientific 
peculiarities about it! Unless you 
know what these are, you may be 
doing very great damage to your 



complexion every day. For the 
preparations and treatments 
that benefit another may be 
entirely unsuited to your skin. 
But the interesting and sur- 
prising thing is this: If you do 
know what type of skin yours 
is, and if you use the treat- 
ment especially designed for 
it, you can make such an im- 
provement in it as would seem 
almost too good to be true. 
You can see it suddenly trans- 
form to clear, fresh, radiant 
beauty ! 




Which is Your Type of Skin? 



Three Types 

Oily Skin 




Caused by excessive 
secretion in oil glands 
— as shown in this 
scientific cut. Has a 
greasy, shiny appear- 
ance — a tendency to- 
wards enlarged iwes 
and blackheads. Looks 
coarse; powder docs 
not stay on. Needs 
special preparations for 
proper cleansing and to 
remove excess oil and 
refreshen the tone and 
texture of the skin. 



Dry Skin 



Note how the oil 
glands are shrunken 
and inactive; do not 
supply sufficient nour- 
ishment. Skin flakes 
off like fine dandruff 
because it lacks oil. 
Skin wrinkles and is 
affected by the wind 
and by the use of ordi- 
nary soap. Very sen- 
sitive — requires sooth- 
ing cleansers and spe- 
cial creams to supply 
extra nourishment and 
make it smooth and 
soft. 




Normal Skin 




Clear, firm delicately 
colored. (Note normal 
size gland.) Soft and 
smooth. Looks almost 
transparent in artificial 
light. Wrong treat- 
ments cause normal 
skin to become cither 
too dry or too oily. 
Normal skin requires 
its own special treat- 
ment or it soon loses 
natural vitality and 
becomes faded and 
colorless. 



THIS remarkable new discovery is the outcome 
of years spent in the study of complexion 
correction based on the known fact that it is 
wrong for all women to attempt to use the same 
preparations on their skins. The result of this 
exhaustive investigation into the scientfic facts 
concerning the structure of the 
skin is the discovery of the Three 
Types of Skin, and the right 
treatment for each I 



Find Your Type Now 

These are the three types of 
skin: Oily, Dry, and Normal. 
Which is yours? You can tell 
easily from the descriptions given 
in the panel on this page. Now 
you can see why. if your skin is 
oily, you must use a special treat- 
ment to remove the excess oil, 
to eliminate its shiny appearance. 
to overcome the tendency toward 
enlarged pores and blackheads. 

On the other hand, if you have 
a dry skin, you must be careful 
not to use ordinary soaps and 
preparations which increase this 
condition. Beware of a dry skin, 
for it ages quickly, develops 
wrinkles and becomes pale and 
colorless. 

Or if you are blessed with a 
normal skin, you can see that you 
shouldn't use preparations de- 
signed for a dry skin or an oily skin. The normal 
skin too has its special requirements to keep it 
functioning property and to preserve its healthful 
vitality. 

So the first step toward a beautiful complexion 
is to determine which type of skin you have. Then 
you must use the special treatment designed espe- 
cially for this type. 

See for Yourself the Amazing Results 
of the New Discovery 

The complete treatment for each type, of skin 
may now be had in a combination set which includes 
a special soap, a day cream, a night cream, and a 
jar of the wonderful Beauty Secret, together with 
an interesting booklet that tells all about the three 
types of skin and their care. 

You have only to use the combination set- 



Read These 

Just a short time ago I 
sent a treatment to a young 
woman in Punxatawney. Pa. 
Today I have a letter from 
her saying, "Have used the 
entire oily skin method. The 
difference in my skin is amaz- 
ing." 

You will be as delighted as 
this girl from Ravenna, Ohio. 
"/ had almost given up hope of 
having fair complexion. I 
read about your Ileauty Com- 
bination. You see I am a 
chorus Rirl and by using prep- 
arations everyone told me about 
my skin became so oily and 
coarse with blackheads. But 
now I am getting wonderful 
results from using your prepa- 
rations. I don' sec how I can 
ever thank you and I cannot 
express in words my gratitude. 
Your advertisement was a 
Godsend to me " 



known as the Luxtone Beauty Combination — which 
is designed for your type of skin, in accordance 
with directions. And in order that you may do 
this without risking a penny and see for yourself 
its wonderful results, a special offer is made to 
readers of this magazine.. 

Make This 5- Days' Trial 

Simply indicate on the coupon 
below whether your skin is Oily, 
Dry or Normal, and send to me — 
Marie Franzan, care of the Lux- 
tone Company. You will receive 
by mail the Luxtone Beauty 
Combination you need. When it 
arrives, pay the postman only 
$2.00, the special low price. 

Then, if after 5 days' trial, you 
are not more than delighted with 
the improvement in your com- 
plexion, your money will be re- 
funded without question. 

This is a special offer. Mail 
the coupon now before it is with- 
drawn. 

Just indicate your type of skin 

on the coupon below, and mail it 

today. 

THE LUXTONE CO. 

Dept. 15 

2703 Cottage Grove Avenue, 

Chicago, 111. 



THE LUXTONE COMPANY 
Frank Welsh, Pres. 
Dept. 15 
2703 Cottage Grove Ave., Chicago, III. 

I would like to try the special treatment for my type of 
•skin Send me the Luxtone Beauty Combination, con- 
silting of a special soap, a day cream, a night cream and 
a jar of the powdrr-arut-cream Beauty Secret. Also 
booklet on complexion correction. I will pay the post- 
man S2.00 on arrival. My money is to be refunded if I 
am not entirely satisfied after 5 days* trial. 



Oily 
Dry 
Normal 



(Please check your type of skin ) 



Address. 
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EDWARD LANKOW 

Famous Basso, of Chicago, Boston and 

Metropolitan Opera Companies in the 

role of "Mcphistopheles" 



Without dieting, gymnastics, baths, or medicines — without spend- 
ing even a single minute a day in exercise YOU can easily build up 
a wonderful physique, glorious health, and bodily power if you 
know the remarkable secret of Edward Lankow, the famous basso 
of Chicago, Metropolitan and Boston Opera Companies. He has 
taught his secret to other great singers, U. S. Army generals, and 
many prominent public men. 



EDWARD LANKOW. a big. robust giant 
of a man, with the endurance to work 
eighteen hours a day and the strength 
of a wrestler NEVER exercises. He pays no 
attention to diet — eats anything that appeals 
to him — wears only the lightest under-clothing 
winter or summer, and even in the coldest 
weather dons only a light-weight overcoat. 

How does he do it and maintain his fine 
physique? He has discovered a new way t° 
breathe which he calls the "Science of Breath 
Control." 

As a matter of fact you have never seen a 
truly great singer with a weak, puny unde- 
veloped body. All are powerfully built, un- 
failingly healthy people — yet they seldom, if 
ever, go in for strenuous "muscle-building" 
exercises. But they UNCONSCIOUSLY do 
practice some of the principles of the "Science 
of Breath Control." and that is why they have 
such glorious health and vitality, such great 
strength and endurance. You, too, can develop 
what is known as "the singer's physique" — 
a deep, powerful chest, a strong diaphragm, 
wonderful endurance — freedom from constipa- 
tion, colds and other ailments, and a con- 
tinuous sense of bounding physical vitality and 
energy. 

A Famous Singer Discovers 
the Secret of Vigorous Health 

Through a remarkable 
discovery Mr. Lankow has 
originated a wonderful new 
method of breathing, the 
amazing effects of which 
may be seen in his own re- 
markable physique. His 
secret is a few* easy dia- 
phragmatic breathing ex- 
ercises, which invigorate 
and strengthen the vital 
internal organs of the body 
by constant massage. Once 
the simple secret is learned, 
diaphragmatic breathing 
becomes a habit — it be- 
comes your regular practice 
— and all of the time your 
entire system is gaining 
splendid new health and 
vigor without any con- 
scious effort on your part. 
You gain greater mental 
clearness and physical per- 
fection than you have ever 
known before. And, re- 
member, all this is at- 
tained without subjecting 
yourself to medicines, diets, 
or physical exercises of any 
kind. 

This is the same method 
that was endorsed by the U. S. Government 
and taught to officers in the army by Mr. Lan- 
kow himself. Prominent physicians and health 
authorities have given it the strongest possible 
recommendations and support. 




Bernarr Macfadden, World-Famous 
Authority on Physical Culture, says: 

"Correct breathing develops glorious 
health and enemy. To use "Breath Con- 
trol means to be keenly, joyously alive — 
brimful of vitality. Mr. Lankow's method 
Is based on natural law. Once learned. It 
beeomes a habit and develops strength 
automatically. His system Is as nearly 
perfect as human tntelusence and science 
can make it." 



Controlled Breathing Is a Real 
Health Tonic 

Mr. Lankow's exercises 

are based on Nature's 

fundamental law in build- 
ing up the body. Proper 

diet will assist the stomach, 

the alimentary canal and 

incidentally the blood; gym- 
nastics will exercise and 

develop the outer muscles 

of the body. But air is the 

very first essential in our 

existence. It is the oxygen 

in the air we breathe that is 

the greatest purifying force 

in nature. To get this 

oxygen into the lungs and 

system, we must know how 

to breathe it in. 

Controlled Breathing has 

proven most valuable to 

secure that vital strength 

of the heart, lungs and 

other internal organs so 

essential to the full realiza- 
tion of health. Controlled 

Breathing will give greater 

results in vital develop- 
ment than any other single 

form of training. It pro- 
duces the maximum oxy- 
genation of the blood, re- 
sulting in improved circu- 
lation and nutrition of the 
entire body. Waste prod- 
ucts are removed from the 
cells of muscles and brain. 
Drowsiness and fatigue are 
overcome. The power to 
resist disease is strength- 
ened and both the quality 
and length of life processes 
are increased. 

Controlled Breath- 
ing Prevents and 
Cures Disease 

Diseases like catarrh and 
hay fever, suffered by 90 
per cent of the population 
of the United States can be 
banished by Controlled 
Breathing; stomach trou- 
ble will disappear; and it 
has been proven that the 
regular practice of Con- 
trolled Breathing will un- 
questionably prove a pre- 
ventive of tubercular dis- 
ease, its judicious employ- 
ment a powerful remedial 
agent. One health authority said "Give the 
world two generations of children taught this 
trained, scientific method of breathing and 
you'll make the community free of consump- 
tion." 



What Controlled Breathing 
Can Do 



Build up your body 
Strengthen your physique 
Cure nervous disorders 
Correct Insomnia 
Relieve Stomach troubles 
F.nrich the blood 
Bring color to pale faces 
Develop and round out the body 

if you are thin 

Reduce excess of flesh 
Make you immune from disease 
Cure n cold in a few hours 
Remedy catarrh of the nose and 

throat 

Strengthen weak lungs 
Increase chest measurement 
Develop the speaking voice 
Improve the singing voice 
Beautify the Complexion 
Create renewed energy and 



This system also has the endorsement and 
recommendation of the SOCIETE INTER- 
NATIONALE DE TUBERCULOSE. 

If your voice is weak, thin 
or harsh. Controlled Breath- 
ing will help you acquire a 
voice whose resonance and 
beauty of tone, whose clear 
forcefulness and rich depth 
will be a pleasure to hear 
and a delight to yourself. 



vitality 

Ilr'ng long, happy, healthy life 



Not a Vague Theory 

— But a Scientific 

Method 

This new science of Con- 
trolled Breathing has been 
studied by Benny Leonard and 
a dozen other champions and 
ex-champions of the roped 
arena. Mr. Lankow taught 
his system at Camp Gordon. 
Georgia, to thousands of offi- 
cers, including the command- 
ing generals and surgeons. In 
fact one high official recom- 
mended that the system be 
taught in the U. S. Military 
Academy at West Point. Dr. 
Rupert Blue, Surgeon General 
of the United States Public 
Health Service says, "I know 
of your wonderful work in the 
army. Use my name and en- 
dorsement in any way in which you see fit in con- 
nection with your work." It is also highly, recom- 
mended by many famous singers. 

Send No Money 

"Breath Control" has proven to be of such re- 
markable, health restoring and sustaining value in 
tens t of thousands of cases — it has been so un- 
qualifiedly endorsed by many prominent persons, 
that we feel sure that you, too, will like to own this 
method that performs wonders in increasing 
physical vitality. This new method requires only a 
few moments a day practice and you will be simply 
astonished to see how quickly it will help you to 
remarkable strength, glorious health and renewed 
energy. 

Just write your name and address on the coupon 
below and the complete method will come to you 
promptly. When the postman hands it to you. 
simply pay him SI. 97, plus a few cents postage 
and the method is yours- — no further payments of 
any kind. If you should decide that you do not 
want this wonderful new method after examination, 
you are free to send it back to us. and your $1.97 
will be promptly refunded to you. You send no money 
now; just the coupon. Mail the coupon today, 
while this speci 1 introductory offer is open to you. 

The* Thompson Barlow Company 

Dept. 75, 43 W. 16th St., New York City 

THE THOMPSON HARLOW COMPANY. 

Dept. 75. 43 West Sixteenth St.. New York City. 
Please send to me Edward Lankow's famous method 
of "Breath Control." When the postman hands it to me 
I will pay him S1.07 plus a few cents postage (In full 
payment). If for any reason I am not satisfied I will 
return it and you agree to promptly refund my money 
without question. 



Name. 
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SBERWIN CODY 

In a five-minute conversation, or in a one-page letter, the average person will unknowingly make from five to fifty mistakes 
in the vital points of English. It is surprising to see how many experienced stenographers fall flown in spelling such common words 
as "business," "abbreviate," "calendar," etc. It is astonishing how many business men say "between you and I" instead of "be- 
tween you and me" and use "who" for "whom," and mispronounce the simplest words. Few people know whether to use one or 
two "c's" or "m's" or "r's," whether to spell words with "ie" or "ei," and when to use commas in order to make their mean- 
ing absolutely clear. And most people use only common words — colorless, flat, ordinary. Their speech and their letters are 
lifeless, monotonous, humdrum. Yet English is the most vital weapon we have. Upon our use of it depends our successor 
failure. Poor English "shows us up" as lacking in education and ability. Good English creates an instant and lasting impression 
in our favor. 

Sherwin Cody's Wonderful New Invention 

Shows You How to Speak and Write 

MASTERLY ENGLISH 

Here at last is a wonderful, easy way for any one to acquire a masterly command 
of English. After more than 20 years of study and research, and after making thou- 
sands of tests, Sherwin Cody has perfected a remarkable device which shows you 
instantly the mistakes you make and how to correct them. 

This new method, on which a patent has been allowed, ends 
the drudgery of trying to remember rules. Nothing is more 
difficult than remembering rules for spelling, punctuation, 
pronunciation, and grammatical usage, for perhaps no lan- 
guage has so many exceptions to its rules as English. That 
is why the average person is only 61% efficient, by actual 
test, in the vital points of language. 





Only 15 Minutes a Day 



A remarkable 
advantage of 
Mr. Cody's new 
method is the speed with which you master English. You 
can write the answers to fifty questions in 15 minutes, and 
correct your work in five minutes more. All the drudgery of 
copying and writing is eliminated. Everything comes to you 
in such complete form that there is very little mechanical 
work for you to do. Another important advantage is, you 
waste no time in going over the things you already know. 
Your efforts are automatically concentrated on the mistakes 
you are in the habit of making, and through constantly being 
shown the right way you soon acquire the correct habit in 
place of the -incorrect habit. There are no rules to memorize, 
no rules to define. 

Write for Free Book 



Every time you talk, every time you 
write, you show what you are. When you 
use the wrong word, when you mispro- 
nounce a word, when you misspell a word, 
when you punctuate incorrectly, when 
you use flat, ordinary words, you handi- 
cap yourself tremendously. Words are 
the driving, compelling force in business. 
An unusual command of English en- 
ables you to present your ideas clearly, 
forcefully, convincingly. You can easily 
acquire a masterly command of English 
through Mr. Cody's new invention. 

Write for our new free book, "How to 
Speak and Write Masterly English." 
It describes Mr. Cody's invention in 
detail and explains just what it will do for 
you. Merely mail the coupon or a letter 
or even a postal card. You can never 
reach your greatest possibilities until you 
use correct English. Write today. 



Self-Correcting Method 



For the past five 
years Mr. Cody lias 
been working almost 
day and night on the 
study of the problem "How to make correct English stick in your mind." 
He wanted to find a way to cure bad habits in writing and speech and 
acquire good ones. And as a result of all his experience Mr. Cody evolved 
his remarkable 100^> Self-Correcting device and was granted a patent 
on it. The method is amazingly simple, yet fascinating as a game. 

You do the lesson given on any par- 
ticular page, then you see just how 
Mr. Cody would correct that paper. 
You mark your errors and check 
them. Next week you try that 
page again, correct your errors, 
and check them in the second column. 
You see at a glance what you have 
failed to remember, and at the bottom 
you compare your average with that of 
grammar school graduates, high school 
graduates, and cxj>erienced stenogra- 
phers, until you have reached the 100% 
point in spelling, punctuation, grammar 
and expression. You know from the 
very first day just where you stand, and 
you can watch yourself improve with 
every lesson. 



Sherwin Cody School 
of English 

265 Searle BIdg., Rochester, N.Y. 




City 
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The man making the intro- 
duction is saying, "Mr. Rob- 
erts, may I present Miss Clark." 
He should say. "Miss Clark, may I 
present Mr. Roberts." 



The man in this picture is ill— 
bread. Instead of escorting the 
lady to a seat near her friends, he 
has left her standing awkwardly in 
the middle of the floor. 



The man in this picture should 
not pick up the fork he has dropped. 
He should permit the waiter to 
pick it up. 



The" woman, not the man, is 
expected to extend her hand first 
upon meeting. If she doesn't the 
man should merely nod in greeting* 



The Book of Etiquette 
Sent FREE for Examination 



YOU have heard of the Book of Etiquette. 
It is the most reliable and authentic 
source of information for the man or 
woman who wishes to do, say, write, and wear 
always what is entirely correct and in good form. 

Perhaps you have often wondered what to 
do under certain circumstances, how to answer 
certain invitations, what to wear to certain 
social functions. Perhaps you have wondered 
how the home should be decorated for a party 
or wedding, how the formal dinner table should 
be set, how the woman who marries for the 
second time should be attired. 

The Book of Etiquette covers all phases of 
social requirements in an interesting and au- 
thentic manner. There are two handsome 
library volumes — each volume divided into two 
distinct parts. There is a chapter on correct 
dress for every occasion that tells you what to 
*wear to the theatre and opera, to the afternoon 
dance and evening dance, to the afternoon tea 
and the garden party. There is a chapter on 
speech that tells you how to create conversa- 
tion, how to make yourself agreeable and in- 
teresting to others, how to use tact in conversa- 
tion, and how to find subjects to talk about. 
There are chapters on dinners, on dancing, on 
travel and hotel etiquette, on engagements, 
weddings and entertainments. 

What Do You Know About Etiquette? 

See how many of these questions you can 



answer and perhaps it will help you find out. 

How should a man be introduced to a woman; 
a woman to a man; a child to an older person? 
Should a woman rise when a man is presented to 
her? Should she offer her hand in acknowledge- 
ment? 

Many embarrassing blunders can be made at 
the dinner table. Do you know, for instance, 
whether olives are taken with the fingers or 
with a fork? Do you know how to use a finger 
bowl correctly? In which hand should the fork 
be held; in which the knife? May lettuce ever 
be cut? 

The question of clothes is often puzzling. 
What should be worn at an afternoon entertain- 
ment; an evening entertainment; a formal 
church wedding; an informal dance? What 
should be worn at a garden party; a formal 
church wedding, and informal dance? 

To those who do not know exactly what to 
do, say, write and wear on all occasions, under 
all circumstances, embarrassing situations are 
constantly presenting themselves. The Book 
of Etiquette in two exhaustive volumes obviates 
any possibility of embarrassment in your con- 
tact with men and women. 

Only by knowing the social rules of good 
society can one hope to avoid embarrassment. 
Only by knowing exactly what to do and say 
on all occasions can one hope to be always calm, 
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Blunders Do Yon Make 




She has received an engraved 
announcement and is writing a 
note of congratulation. An an- 
nouncement of this kind does not 
require acknowledgment. 



Instead of placing both hands 
into the finger bowl, the man in the 
picture should place one in at a 
time, just allowing the finger-tips 
to touch the water. 



One would not be a wallflower 
if one knew what to do. The 
young woman should join others 
who arc not dancing, instead of 
sitting alone. 



Did you know that it is ill-bred 
for a man to take a woman's arm. 
The bride should be holding her 
father's arm. instead of the father 
holding her arm. 



well-poised, self-confident. Etiquette is the 
splendid armor that protects men and women 
of every social standing from the humiliating 
blunders that make people misjudge them. 



The Origin of Certain Social 
Customs 



Do You Know — 



The Book of Etiquette is written 
in as interesting and fascinating a 
form as a story. Wherever possible 
the origin of social customs has 
been traced to its source and the 
story woven around the conven- 
tionalities of the present time. 
For instance, in wedding etiquette 
you find out just why the engaged 
girl should receive a tea-cup for a 
gift, why the woman who marries 
for the second time may not wear 
white or a veil, why rice and shoes 
are thrown after the bride, and 
why the Jaride and groom both 
must have escorts to the altar. 

In the chapter devoted to the 
bride's outfit, you read the interesting story 
of the origin of the trousseau, why a veil 
is worn, the significance of the bridal escort 
and the maid-of-honor, and why initials are 
usually embroidered in the linens by the 
engaged girl herself. 

Do you know why black is the color of 
mourning, why bright colors are worn to the 
dance, why the man raises his hat when he 
meets a woman, why the cloth of the billiard 
table is of green baize? Wouldn't you like to 
know the origin of all these customs, how they 
came to be, and their significance in present-day 
society? The Book of Etiquette reveals it all in 
so interesting a manner that you will find it as 



how to word a wedding in- 
vitation? 

what to serve at an after- 
noon tea? 

how a woman should sign her 
name in a hotel register? 

how to entertain guests after 
dinner? 

what to say on a call of 
condolence? 

how to announce an en- 
gagement? 

what the woman who mar- 
ries for the second time 
should wear? 

why old shoes are thrown 
after the bride and groom? 



absorbing as reading a story. 

FREE for 5 Days. Just Mail the Coupon 

We want to send you the Book of Etiquette ■ 
for 5 days' free examination. We want you to 
examine these two splendid books in your 
own home, at your leisure. They will 
prove to you more than anything; we can 
say how necessary they are — how im- 
portant it is that a set be in every home. 

Please bear in mind that it does not 
obligate you in any way to take advan- 
tage of this free examination offer. You 
have the guaranteed privilege of return- 
ing the books if you are not delighted 
with them. But if you do decide to 
keep the two-volume set of the Book of 
Etiquette — as we arc quite sure you will 
— then simply send us S3. 50 in full pay- 
ment. You have 5 days in which to 
make your decision, 5 days in which to 
examine the famous Book of Etiquette, 
examine the illustrations, read a chapter 
or two. 



These a re only a few of the 
interesting things the Book 
of Etiquette will Jell you. 



Just mail the coupon — but be sure 
to do it at once. The complete Book of 
Etiquette will be sent to you promptly. 
Keep the books 5 days. Examine 
them and read them to your heart's 
content. And within the 5 days decide whether you 
want to return them or keep them. Clip the coupon 
and mail it this minute before you forget. Nelson 
Doubleday, Inc., Dept. 325, Oyster Bay, N. Y. 

NELSON DOUBLEDAY, Inc. 

Dept. 325, Oyster Bay, N. Y. 

Free for 5 day's examination, send me the Book of Etiquette 
in two volumes. Within 5 days I will cither return the books or 
send you only $3.50 in full payment. 



Name . 



(Please write plainly.) 



Address . 



(— 1 Check this square if you want these books with the beautiful 
full leather binding at five dollars, with 5 days' examination 
privileges. 
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Three pounds, five pounds, seven pounds, ten pounds? How many? One 
woman lost thirteen the first week through this remarkable new discovery. 
Many lose from three to seven pounds weekly, without inconvenience. 



AN amazing new discovery takes off flesh 
r\ almost while you wait" without medi- 
-*■ ■*■ cine, starving or strenuous exercise, 
and without discomfort. Most people begin 
to lose weight right away. Many see results 
in 48 hours. Thousands who have used it 
have reached their ideal weight through this 
sitnple new secret. 

Yet they have not starved themselves. 
They have not punished themselves with stren- 
uous exercises, with hot baths, with bitter self- 
denials. TI|ey ate food they liked and did 
pretty much as they pleased, following only 
the one simple little natural law that has re- 
cently been discovered. And their superfluous 
wight disappeared, melted away — by a rapid, 
natural safe process. 

"1 am glad I tried your way of reducing weight,'* 
writes one delighted woman from Montana. "I 
lost 50 pounds and feel much better." Still an- 
other writes. "I have taken off 20 pounds of my 
surplus flesh. I find that 1 am able to reduce just 
as fast or as slow as I desire." And one man who 
reports that he has always been 25 pounds over- 
weight writes an enthusiastic letter in which he 
says, "I have reduced my weight 25 pounds with- 
out discomfort." 

This secret of Weight control is not a fad or a 
theory. It is not an expensive "treatment" or a 
series of self "sacrifice" and painful denials. It's 
just a simple natural law that anyone can follow 
with ease. 

You Too Can Quickly 
Reduce to Normal 

You can begin right away, 
the moment you make up 
your mind, to lose as much 
weight as you wish. You 
can so regulate this remark- 
able new law that has been 
discovered that you can 
reach your ideal weight in a 
definite time. You can take 
off as much or as little fat 
as you please — and whenever 
you please. When you reach 
your normal, perfect weight 
you can retain it without 
gaining or losing another 
pound. 

Some people repoafc that 
they have reduced at the rate 
of ten pounds a week. Others 
take off a pound of fat a day. 
Some apply this new^nethod 
so that they reach their ideal 
weight in a month's time — 
taking it more gradually. 
For instance, one man who 
lives in Hickory, N. C, 
writes: "I arranged to lose 
three pounds per week, and 
by the middle of May I 
weighed just what I wanted 
to — 175 pounds." Only a 
short while before he had 
weighed 205 pounds. 

The Secret Explained 

It was Eugene Christian, 
the famous food specialist, 
who made the discovery of 
the one ' safe, certain and 
cjisily-followed method of 
regaining normal, healthful 
weight. He discovered that 
certain foods when eaten to- 
g-iher take off weight in- 
stead of adding to it! In 
explaining this discovery 
Christian has said: 

"Fat in the human body 
is like mercury in a ther- 
mometer — it can be raised 
or lowered; that is. dimin- 
ished or increased by com- 
bining your foods at meals 



Read What These 
Users Say! 

Lost 28 Pounds In 30 Days 
"I found your instructions easy to 
follow and your method delightful. In 
30 days I lost 2S pounds — 8 pounds I he 
very first week. My general health has 
been greatly benefitted." 

(Signed) Earl A. Kettel. 
225 \V. 39th St.. New York City. 
Loses 16 Pounds in Two Weeks 

"I am writing to let you know how 
' pleased I am with results so far. When 
I began I was 198 pounds — in two weeks 
I came down to 182 pounds. I am 
eon v i need I con Id red uce even more 
rapidly but don't care to reduce so 
fast. Will let you know in a short 
time how much more I have lost." 

Mrs. Laura Tucker, 
244 W. 64th St., New York City. 
Loses 22 Pounds in 14 Days 
"I reduced from 175 pounds to 153 
pounds (a reduction of 22 pounds) In 
two weeks. Before I started 1 was 
flabby, heavy and sick. Stomach 
trouble boihi red me all the time. I 
feel wonderful now. 

Hen Naddlc, 102 Fulton St.. 
New York City. 

Loses 44 Pounds — Regains Girlish Figure 

"I weighed 187 pounds. After net- 
ting the course I secured results right 
away and now am down to normal 
weight, having lost 44 pounds. It is 
grand to have a girlish figure again." 

Mrs. Eric Capon. Manhasset, L. I. 

Loses 74 Pounds : 

"I weighed 240 pounds and could not 
walk up a flight of stairs without feel- 
ing faint. I was very nervous, couldn't 
sleep and had Indigestion so bad I 
had to see a doctor. I had no suc- 
cess with antifat medicines— in fact I 
even gained 3 or 4 pounds on some of 
them. Then I saw your advertisement 
and sent for your booklets. The first 
week I lost 10 pounds — and lost stead- 
ily until I reached 166 pounds. (74 
pounds reduction). I never felt better 
in my life. There is no indigestion 
and I can now RUN upstairs. I have 
a fine complexion whereas before I 
was always bothered with pimples. I 
have reduced my bust 7j5 inches — 
waist 9 inches — hips 11 inches. 

Mrs. Marv Denneny. 
82 West 9 Street. Bayonne. N.J. 



according to certain simple, natural laws. There 
is nothing complicated, nothing, hard or difficult to 
understand. It is simply a matter of following 
directions and learning how to combine foods so 
that fat is consumed instead of deposited in the 
body." 

Eat Off Flesh By New Method 

And now people are actually eating off weight. 
Men who were formerly so stout that they puffed 
when they walked quickly, men who had to deny 
themselves many outdoor pleasures because of their 
burdensome flesh, report that their return to normal 
weight and youthful energy was far more 
rapid than they thought possible. Stout 
women <who always felt tired and listless, 
who had to deny themselves the colorful 
fluffy clothes they would like to wear, 
marvel that this one simple little rule 
should enable them to attain their ideal weight so 
quickly. And not only have they eaten their 
weight down to normal, but they enjoy their meals 
more than ever before; they feel refreshed, bright- 
ened, strengthened. 

A delighted woman writes: "I now weigh 137 
pounds — just what I should weigh. I feel so 
Splendid and everyone says how "just right I am.'* 

Remember, you don't have to starve yourself or 
follow a rigid starving diet or put yourself to dis- 
comfort through this new method of flesh reduc- 
tion. You eat off the fat you want to lose; eat it 
off as quickly or as slowly as you wish. 

Weight Control the 
Basis of Health 

Eugene Christian has in- 
corporated his remarkable 
food revelations in 12 sim- 
ple lessons which he calls 
"Weight Control — the Basis 
of Health." And to enable 
everyone everywhere to 
profit by his valuable dis- 
covery he offers to send his 
complete course on trial to 
anyone sending for it. 

You have always wanted 
to reduce weight, to attain 
the ideal weight for your 
height. Here is your oppor- 
tunity to prove to yourself 
that you can do it, and with- 
out discomfort, without bit- 
ter denials or hardships or 
painful sacrifices! Here is 
.your opportunity to take off 
just as much flesh as you 
wish, and yet eat delicious 
foods, many of which you 
may now be denying your- 
self And it need not cost you 
one cent to make the test. 

No Money in Advance 

Just put your name and 
address on the coupon to 
the right. Don't send any 
money. The coupon alone 
will bring Eugene Christian's 
complete course to your 
door, where SI. 97 (plus post- 
age) paid to the post man 
will make it your property 
with the understanding that 
if it doesn't do all we claim, 
or you are not fully satisfied 
in every way, you may re- 
turn the course within five 
days and your money will 
be instantly refunded. If 
more convenient, you may 
remit with the coupon, but 
this is not necessary. 

As soon as the course ar- 
rives weigh yourself. Then 
glance through the lesson 
carefully and read all the 
startling revelations regard- 
ing weight, food and health. 



Now make up your mind as to how much weight you 
want to lose the first week, and each week following. 
Then put the course to the test. Try the first 
lesson. Weigh yourself in a day or two and notice 
the marked result. Still you've taken no medi- 
cines, put yourself to no hardship, done almost 
nothing you would not ordinarily have done. 
You'll be as happily surprised as are the thousands 
of others who are quickly regaining normal beau- 
tiful figures in this new scientific way. 

Mail the Coupon Now 

No "money — just the coupon. As we shall receive an 
avalanche of orders for this remarkable course, it will lie 
wise to sent! your order at once. Some will have to be 
disappointed. Don't wait to lose weight, but mail the 
coupon MOW and profit immediately by Eugene Chris- 
tian's wonderful discovery. The course will be sent in a 
plain container. CORRECTIVE EATING SOCIETY. 
Inc., Dcpt. W-1635. 43 West 16th St., New York City. 

If you prefer to write a letter, copy word- 
ing of coupon in n letter or on a postcard. 



CORRECTIVE EATING SOCIETY, Inc. 
Dept. W-1635, 43 West 16th St., New York City 

You may send me in plain container. Eugene Chris- 
tian's Course, "Weight Control — the Bssis of Health." 
complete in 12 lessons. I will pay the postman onlj; 
Si.97 (plus postage) in full payment on arrival, but . 
am to have the privilege of returning the course after 
a 5-day trial and have my money refunded, if I am not 
entirely satisfied 



Name 

(Please write plainly.) 

Address 

City State , 

Price outside U. S. 92,15 with order. 



0fothing Permanent But Change 

ty Beinair cMdcfaddea 
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rHERE is nothing permanent in life but change. 
We change every day, even every hour. mL 

Slo'wly, almost imperceptibly, our bodies, minds*, and even souls change for better 
or worse. 

T ! V V. . 

We cannot stand still, we must move forward or backward. 

We\ cannot stop the\ onward rush of time.y 

Toinorrow appears and becomes today, j 

Someone dear to you goes to a distant country. Ten years thereafter' you see 
him. out he has changed. He may be a better and stronger man, or he may have 
iken a , toboggan slide to~ mediocrity or " cipher dom." 

We] visit our old home or a city we have not seen in years. 
Familiar* landmarks hafe disappeared. 

We, are disconcerted* confused. We cannot recognize our old 
haunts. ; 

PVERYWHERE we find change. 

-^ Eotn love comes and goes. Families are founded and homes 

are built that finally crumble to the dust fpm which they came. 

Nations rise and fall. 

There h nothing permanent but change, 

Ydu cannot evade this majestic lap of life. 

Be\sure that your changes are. in ; r : the right direc 
tion. Adopt a routine that will insure development. 
Make every day profitable. £ 

'J / 'f 

"PVEN middle age should be a period of 

glorious growth. Old age sUould not 

be empty or useless; it should be filled with 

activities thai expand 

souL mind and even body. 

{^Therefore, recognize 

eternal, omnipotent 

aw. 

Use it to your advdntage. 

Make your life-changes such that 

you will become a stronger 

more capable, man or woman. 

Photographic Decoration hy 
Atali, Fat Studio. New York 
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MARGARET RUSSELL told me 
her story one cold winter night, 
when 1 was a guest in her 
home. There is something about the 
soft, red glow of a fireplace that in- 
spires confidences. Margaret and I 
had been toasting marshmallows and talking about 
husbands. 

Margaret is my very best friend. She is just thirty 
years old, frank and sympathetic as to disposition; girl- 
ishly slender of figure; "easy to look at," as they say, 
with hazel eyes, regular features, and soft brown hair 
that curls close to her head. 

She was bflrn in a little obscure town in Georgia. Her 
father was an impoverished and broken "Southern gentle- 



Wherein Cupid, Plaintiff, 
Sues John Barleycorn, De- 
fendant, For a Man's Heart 



man," twenty years 
her mother's senior. 
He died when Mar- 
garet was a little 
baby, and the weary 



" Ct/C// a woman never ex- 
isted — couldn't exist," 
declares the pessimist. But 
she does exist and this genuine 
story of her vivid, colorful ex- 
periences is told for the first 

time. True Story strives 

to give every phase of life as 
it is, that you may \now "how 
the other half lives." Margaret 
was cast down into the depths 
of despair. Read the story of 
her struggle. 



a hopeless future, 




mother, facing 
penniless and ill, soon followed him. 

Margaret was sent to an orphan asylum. There she 
• grew to girlhood. She was an imaginative child, very 
self-conscious and morbidly sensitive. The stern disci- 
pline of institutional life repressed her natural affection 
and frankness, and she reached the age of seventeen with- 
out having won the interest of anyone who would care to 
adopt her. So she became a "problem," and the heads 
of the asylum decided to dispose of her by sending her 
to a hospital in Atlanta to train for a nurse. 
It was her great 

mother-heart, her T)LSY, happy days followed. Margaret, the 
desire to protect JQ shy timid girl, became the well-poised, cap- 
this man from him- , , *" ci -i j> -L -A ai 

self, that first made a "' e nurse. She was easily a tavonte with the 
her love him doctors. Her smile was infectious, and her will- 

ingness to work at any and all hours made her 
popular with those ministers to the sick. When 
she had received her diploma she was greatly in 
demand as a graduate nurse, and her life promised 
a happy, successful career. 

One night she received a call to nurse a case of 

nervous breakdown. Margaret, reminiscing 

before the glowing fireplace, smiled a bit 

wistfully, I thought, as she told me about 

that call. 

"I little knew that it was going 
to turn the current of my whole 
life," she said. "My patient had 
a beautiful bachelor apartment in 
one of the most exclusive residen- 
tial sections of the city. The 
doctor said that it was a serious 
case, and that I would be called 
upon to employ all my skill as 
a nurse. He told me enough so 
that I knew the 'case' was de- 
lirium tremens. 

"Naturally I was very angry, 
for I had announced at the be- 
ginning of my professional ca- 
reer that I would not take such 
cases. But the doctor insisted 
that he had tried in vain to get 
a nurse, and asked me to stay 
until morning, anyhow. So I 
consented. 

"Haven't you guessed that 
my patient was Tom Russell? 
You know him now as a man of 
admirable poise and strength 



Her husband was in a downtown hotel . . . The drink 

demon had him . . . "May I take him with me?" the 

Chief asked. "I'll see that nothing happens to him 

until he is all right again" 







of character. But the first time I saw him he was the 
most complete nervous wreck I had ever seen. His first 
word to me was a request for 'dope' to make him sleep. 
The doctor had left final instructions not to give him any- 
thing like that except as a last resort. 

OH, that night ! My patient raved and screamed and 
talked incoherently of awful tragedies, of wild 
animals, and of madmen following him. Over and over 
he begged for something to put him to sleep. I insisted 
that if he would try to calm himself he would soon go to 
sleep naturally, for I knew he had worn himself out. But 
the firmer I was in my resolve not to give him a sedative, 
the louder and more insistent he was in his demands 
for one. 

"It was long after midnight before I finally yielded to 
his entreaties and sterilized my hypodermic needle, and 
gave him a 'shot' of pure water. He quieted down almost 
immediately and was soon fast asleep. He thought he 
had been given a dose of morphine, and the effect was the 
same. In a few days he was better. I stayed with him 
because I was interested in him, professionally interested 
I mean — at first, anyhow. He was so young to be such a 
wreck. I wondered what his history could be. 

"I knew that he was a successful architect. He was 



the junior member of one of the largest firms in Atlanta, 
and was personally responsible for some of the most beau- 
tiful homes in the city. His one and only weakness 
was drink. He was not a 'steady drinker.' There were 
months of total abstinence. But once he had touched the 
first glass, he became deprived of all reason. He drank 
until every nerve was scorched by alcohol. He stopped 
only when his physical strength gave out completely." 

MARGARET did not need to tell me that it was her 
'great mother-heart, her desire to protect this man 
from himself, that first made her love him. And Tom 
was an ardent suitor. On his feet once more, his nerves 
soothed, and his strength restored, he liegan a whirlwind 
courtship. He was well-read and brilliant. His appetite 
for drink had cut him off from his family, and he was 
lonely, for he had few friends who had any patience with 
his great weakness. Margaret promised to marry him in 
the spring. 

She did not l^elieve that he would ever drink again. He 
told her over and over what an inspiration she had been 
to him; how he had needed someone to care about him; 
how starved he had l)een for sympathetic companionship; 
how loneliness had always prompted the desire to drink 
himself into oblivion; how her love would always keep 
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him strong and safe from temptation — how he needed her. 

So, in the month of roses and singing birds, they were 
married. The honeymoon was a haven of happiness for 
Margaret, who had never known love and eompanionship 
before. Tom built what he boyishly called a "dream 
home" for them, and life became an idyl of bliss. 

On their first anniversary, Margaret told him the joy- 
ous news. They were going to have a baby! He held 
her in his arms and kissed her and told her again all the 
little love "nothings" that were so dear to her. 

The next night he did not come home. She dressed for 
dinner as 
usual, watched 
and waited for 
the sound of 
his footsteps, 
and finally, 
when he was 
an hour late, 
telephoned 
the o ffi c e . 
They told her 
he had not 
been there all 
day! 

Frantic with 
worry she 
watched 
through the 
long night 
hours. At 
breakfast time 
he came 
stumbling in. 
His face was 
bloated and 
his eyes 
bleary. 

His clothing 
was soiled, his 
collar gone, 
his coat torn 
and his gen- 
eral appear- 
ance that of a 
derelict. 

SU RLY 
and in- 
different to 
Margaret's 
greeting, he 
went to his_ 
room and 
locked him- 
self in. After 
long hours she 
knocked tim- 
idly at the 
door. He op- 
ened it and she 

brought in a tray of food. He drank some coffee but re- 
fused anything else, and asked her to get him some whiskey. 
When she started to remonstrate, he dressed and flung him- 
self out of the house, unmindful of her hysterical pleadings. 
She did not see him again that day, and when night 
time came, she put aside her pride and called up the 
chief of police. He proved to l>c a big-hearted man who 
knew Tom, and who promised to find him for her. An 
hour later the Chief telephoned that her husband was 
with him in a downtown hotel. She went to them 
immediately. 

Tom was like a madman. He refused to go home with 



her. He would not. be controlled. Pleadings and tears 
were in vain. He wanted only to get to the nearest 
saloon. The drink demon had him. 
The Chief took her aside. 

"May I take him with me?" he asked. "I'll see that 
nothing happens to him until he is all right again." 

Helpless, Margaret consented, and Tom was put in 
jail. 

The next day he sent for her. She went to him gladly. 
He was quite sober and very angry. He felt that he had 
been disgraced and humiliated, and he said so. He called 
her a heartless wife. 

"Lock me up with a lot of drunks and bums, 
will you?" he cried. "And then try to tell 
me you have been worried about me, 
and that you care for me! 
Your love certain- 
ly can't be 
' worth much." 
However, 
he consented 
to go home 
with her. For 
the Chief was 
adamant, and 
Tom's release 
depended 
upon his 
promise to go 
to his home. 

Back in the 
"dream 
home," he 
again became 
the contrite 
husband. He 
begged Mar- 
garet to for- 
give him. He 
told her that 
overwork had 
m a d e him 
very tired and 
nervous and 
he had taken 
just one drink 
fora "bracer." 
He was tempt- 
ed by the 
stimulant, 
anil once un- 
der its effect 
he could not 
resist the de- 
sire to drink 
more. He re- 
n e w c d his 
vows never 
to touch it 
again, and 
Margaret granted the forgiveness he sought. 

Months of untroubled bliss followed. Then the baby 
came, a winsome duplicate of her mother, whose name 
she bore. When the little one was just six weeks old, 
Betty Thomas, Margaret's chum of hospital training 
days, came to visit them. Tom did not like her. He 
was almost rude to her, and Margaret's attempts to con- 
ceal from their guest her host's dislike were futile, so 
Hetty terminated her visit almost a week sooner than 
she had intended. 

The night she left Tom came homr in a sullen, restless 
mood. He said he had to return (Continued on pwjc 70) 




"Margaret," he said, "I 
don't deserve your for- 
giveness . . . But I am 
going to earn it" 



No, I did not 
fall in love with 
her at first sight 
. . . The old ma- 
jor . . . chose an 
unpropitious 
moment to in tro 
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"S the world 
growing 
more 
wicked? 

I often ask 
myself this as 
I look back 
over my brief 



^Bachelor-Husband 
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A Sto 
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Fev 



of the Chivalrous, 
erish Existence of 



Impulsive South and 
Greenwich Village 



experience 

with life. Mind you, with me this is not a theoretical 

question of abstract morals, but a verbal crystallization 

,of what the realities of life seem to 

nave taught me. 

To restate the question directly: 
Is the tendency of our times to do 
away with the age-old injustice of 
the double standard of morals, not 
by bringing man up to woman's 
standard, but by letting woman 
slip down to man's standard? 

Perhaps I am blessed by an 
undercurrent of bitterness due to 
my individual experiences — which 
may not be typical. Then again 
I may not read my own experiences 
aright. Very well, I shall relate them, and give others 
a chance to read what conclusions they wish between 



"AS I look back through the changing mist 
"" of mood and memory* I see the honey- 
moon journey in varying rose-tinted lights, 
though I doubt that I ever see it now in its 
true glory. It was a blissful camital of 
ecstatic joy. The lote of woman so long 
an elusive, uncertain thing, became a vivid 
and consuming reality. From the tree of 
knowledge we plucked the first fruits like 
eager, yet half frightened children." 



the lines of the 
facts that I 
have lived. 

Of the first 
twenty - four 
years of my 
life I shall not 
say much, for 
that would 
make my tale too long, nor would the details shed light 
upon the questions I have raised. But to make my life 
story after that age more compre- 
hensible, I shall describe briefly 
certain elements in my character 
and certain views of mine, that 
some people have called my "pe- 
culiarity." 



PERHAPS it was natural inheri- 
tance from Puritan ancestors 
that caused me early in life to take 
stand against the injustice of 



my 



that old, old social decree that says 
that the sins men do two by two 
shall be paid for one by .one — by 
woman. At any rate, I saw the injustice of it and hated it. 
I cannot clearly recall now just how I first came to 
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formulate my ideas on this subject. But I know that 
I was still in my teens when I avowed to a boyhood 
chum my resolutions to adhere to the "single stand- 
ard of morals." I recall the incident very clearly, 
for I remember that I had to explain to him the 
meaning of that phrase which I had garnered from some 
book. 

He listened patiently enough and in the end said he 
didn't know about it, but that he guessed he would be 
like other men until he fell in love, and then he would 
marry and settle down. 

My effort and failure to convert him cooled our friend- 
ship somewhat, but it did not discourage me in the reso- 
lution I had made, nor cause me to conceal my ideas 
from other boyhood friends who sometimes voiced the 
opinion that "Mark Adams was a bit preachy." 

The girls, too, must have gained some inkling of my 
attitude for they were rather shy of me, and one of them 
once confessed that the girls were afraid to go with me 
for fear I should talk "morals" to them. 

I daresay I was inclined to feel a little superior on 
the matter, and doubtless I was also "bookish." Cer- 
tainly I read a great deal. 



wdmen. But the few times I went out with them I 
found their wildness to consist of nothing more villain- 
ous than going to a burlesque show and making cheap 
remarks about the cheaper actresses. 

And so, perhaps due to my staunch Puritan inherit- 
ance, or maybe to my early and firm resolutions to play 
the game fairly with the other sex, I came to the age of 
twenty-four with much the same past of reality — albeit 
some differences in knowledge and opinions — that I ex- 
pected to find in her whom I might ask to share with me 
the greatest of all life's experiences. 

And such I was and so I felt towards life, when the 
company for which I worked sent me on my first busi- 
ness trip out of the city. My destination on this journey 



IN our little farm-fed, mid-western town, much of 
that lurid warning of the printed page seemed un- 
applicable. Life was fairly simple with us there, and 
most of the people I knew walked, or seemed to walk, 
the straight and narrow way. 

The few who did not were quite plainly branded 
as disreputable — "toughs," we boys called them. 

We were fairer, too, in that small and newish com- 
munity than the books pictured the older world to be. 
Our standard was less "double." Indeed, considering 
my environment, my stand against this wrong was not 
unlike my mother's stand against King Alcohol — for 
Mother, ardent prohibitionist though she was, admitted 
that she had never seen a drunken man. 

Then came the day of my departure to begin life in 
a great city. My mind was divided between 
thoughts of my business or professional career and this 
much advertised prospect of the evils and temptations 
that all books and hearsay agreed were waiting to en- 
snare any country or small town youth that ventured 
into the jungles of denser populations. 

St. Louis- was at that time fourth city of America in 
size; and certainly no small place to eyes that had never 
before counted more than five windows one atop tlie 
other. So I girded on my armor of firm resolution and 
my helmet of high ideals, and set forth to battle with 
the dragon of temptation. 

But I never found the dragon. 

For nearly four years I labored, mastering the ele- 
ments of my profession as an architect, burning mid- 
night current over hooks and drafting board, and work- 
ing by day in the office of a construction company. 

I came to the conclusion that the temptations of a 
great city had been grossly exaggerated. There was 
evil to be found there, if one went to look for it; but I 
felt no imperative urge to dig into disreputable alleys 
to drag the dragon from his lair. 

BUSY by day always and by night often, I saw very 
little of women. Occasionally I went to a movie 
with one of the girls from the office. Ordinary working 
girls they were, living at home with their parents, and 
neither more nor less of a temptation than the girls back 
home had been. So the years went on, and I neither 
succeeded in falling seriously in love, nor developing 
any uncontrollable passion to play wild havoc with in- 
nocence and virtue. 

There were young men, too, from office or night 
classes, who sometimes bragged of their ways with 



Her face 
suffused 
blushes, 
thought 
be you m: 
be able to 
mewhat 
matter 
this d 
i'ng — " 
said 




was down the Mississippi to a little county seat in south- 
eastern Arkansas. It is typically the old South there, 
one might almost say the archaic South, for despite the 
local claim of modern progress, to me, a lad of the Middle 
West, the atmosphere of the place seemed to be that of 
a story book. 

OUR firm was bidding on a new courthouse for the 
county and had been able to get a chance at the 
architectural as well as the construction work, which 
was quite unusual in the case of a public building. 

"They want something 'purty,' " said the president 
of the company, when he told me of the job. "so spread 
on the furbelows and fleurs-de-lis." 

I made a preliminary trip to examine the site, study 
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the local surroundings and meet the county officials. 
Then I came back to St. Louis, and drew the plans. 

It was a very happy hour when the president, who 
had taken my drawings down, wired directly to me: 
"Your drawings and my bid accepted. Work to start 
next month." 

One of the claims of our firm was speed of construc- 
tion, but this courthouse was a pretty big job; materials 
had to be brought from long distances and the quality of 
local labor was none too good. So the job dragged along 
into the second summer, that is, two years from the time 
I left St. Louis. 

Those two years were rather uneventful in matters 
that concerned my personal life. In that period I made 

but one trip home, 

and that was 

to attend 




mother's funeral. Shortly afterward my father had 
gone to Oregon to live with my older married brother 
and so I was left quite without kith or kin. 

I met few girls and none who especially interested me. 
My adventures into society were rather timid and brought 
no experience worth recording. All of which was due in 
no small degree to my growing interest in the structure I 
had planned as it neared completion. 

I made several trips down there during the course of 
the building construction to check up on the erection 
department and see that specifications were followed. 

IT was my final trip of inspection on the job, and by 
that time I thought every prominent citizen in the 
county had surveyed my handiwork and given his 



opinion thereof. But I had not before seen the lanky, 
white-mustached Major Davis who now stood fanning 
himself with his broad-brimmed hat and smoking his 
"Napoleon" as he admired the product of my labors. 

"She's a mighty fine co'thouse," observed the Major. 

"I think so," I agreed, "but that's only natural, as I 
drew the plans for the building." 

"Oh, so you are the ahk'tect — now I been wanting to 
meet you — " and he thrust out a cordial hand. 

The result of this first conversation with Major Davis 
was the discovery that he had, unbeknown to me, been 
watching the progress of my work and that he had about 
decided that the "young Yankee chap" who drew the 
courthouse plans was a pretty clever fellow and ought to 
be able to figure out something imposing enough to re- 
place his once magnificent but now going-to-seed residence 
that overlooked the Mississippi bottom in the far corner 
of the county. 

The Major reckoned that he had been planning to 
build this new house for nigh onto twenty years. But 
as he expressed it, he hadn't built it yet because he 
hadn't just figured out what and how he wanted to 
build — and it seemed that he "reckoned" that I could 
help him figure. 

THE idea appealed to me but I was obliged 
to tell him that I was working for a corpo- 
ration and they did not make a specialty of 
private residences. "But," I added, "if you 
would tell, me about what amount you figured 
to spend, I'll put the proposition up to the 
company." > 

"Now naturally," said the Major, "I do^tt 

know how much I'll spend, till I see what I am 

to get for my money; but I figure I could put up * 

place that would cost thirty thousand* which is* 

what the Judge's house cost him; or that I could 

spend forty thousand, which is what Colortel 

Calhoun's place stood him; or, if I was a 

mind to„ I could spend fifty thousand and 

have the best house in the county." 

I returned to St. Louis very much in 
love with the old Major and anxious 
enough to plan his house lor him, but 
knowing full well that my firm would not 
consider it. However, as. promised, I put 
the proposition up to the^president. 

"In that infernal country where a 
plumber spends his time soldering sorghum 
pans, and ten miles from a railroad — we 
wouldn't take it, Adams, if he wanted to 
spend a hundred thousand." 
Though I expected this answer, I showed 
my disappointment. 
"See here, Adams," spoke up the president, "why 
don't you ask me for a vacation — jt's coming to you any- 
way — and go* down there and land that job on your own 
hook. If you make the plans to suit the old ntan you 
can probably get the job of erection too — don't try, to 
contract for it, you probably haven't the capital^ — but 
take it on a percentage basis and stay there and see him 
through." 

"But it will take a year," I said. 

"Well, what of it? We will lose you here" anyhow, 
sooner or later. You want to be an architect, not a 
builder of car-barns." 

So I wrote the Major I was coming down to figure on 
his house, and I had enough confidence that I would 
figure right, that I packed my things and rented quartets 
and went down there with the tools of my trade. 

Of course I landed the job, for I had no competition. 
I landed, too, in the midst of a Southern family as a 
rather long-term guest. 



w 



tliue StoryMafaline 



"My granddaughter sta\s 
at home and marries no 

d n Yankee who 

thinks that wo- 
men should 
live in Green- 
wich Village 
studios" 




THE Major was a widower with nine children living 
and one who had fallen at the Battle of San Juan 
Hill. Two of the Major's elderly daughters lived with 
him, but the other daughters and sons were. married and 
lived in the county, most of them on farms that he had 
given them. The original plantation was still intact, 
and was farmed by negroes. With the old man and his 
daughters, lived the eighteen-year-old grandson whose 
father had been killed at San Juan Hill. The boy's 
mother was also dead, and he had been raised by his 
grandfather .and unmarried aunts, as had also his sister 
Caroline, a year and a half older, who was away at school 
in Nashville at the time I arrived. 

The young grandson, Orville. did not impress me very 
favorably, though I felt a little sorry for him. He had 
started to college, it seems, but had got into mischief 
and had been suspended and his grandfather had cut 
off his allowance and insisted on his return home until 
he was of age. The boy was a good "farmer," that is, 
he could sit on horseback and order negroes about in 
quite cavalier fashion. But I could see that he was not 
satisfied. 

For the most part he was very taciturn with me, and 
made few overtures. 

But all this detail of the Major's household is after 
the manner of the little actors that get the stage warmed 
up for the effective entrance of the star. Miss Caroline. 



She had been in school at Nashville, but she came home 
for Christmas, and she came with a whirlwind. I had 
long looked forward to her coming — to live in that 
household and not do so would have been impossible. 
I did not fall in love with her at first sight, though 
I had half anticipated that I would. I think I was a 
little disappointed and the reason was that my vanity 
was hurt. 

The old Major chose a most unpropitious moment to 
introduce her to me. I was working over one of the 
plans and had my shirt open at the neck. I was em- 
barrassed at my appearance and annoyed at the Major. 

Miss Caroline's Christmas vacation was filled to the 
brim with a series of goings and comings. ' There were 
endless guests and parties; friends down from Memphis 
and a general hub-bub of social life. In all this I was 
merely a background figure, just a "Yankee boss car- 
penter" sort of a fellow, who was staying at the house 
and had to be invited in when there was a genera! party 
because Grandfather considered him a gentleman. But 
I couldn't dance! And that was such a matter of as- 
tonishment that at times I fancied that they thought 
there was an inherent defect in my legs. 

So Caroline came and Caroline went, and I had to 
admit that she was a wonderful girl, but I was really 
hurt because she had paid so little attention to me. 
But try as I would not to think about her, I found after 
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she had gone hack to school that I did think about her 
and dream about her. I would even have little imagin- 
ary talks with her. 

DIKING the mild Southern winter and the spring 
that followed, the great house took form and began 
to reveal something of the art and skill I had expended 
on its planning. 

In the early summer Miss Caroline came home again, 
this time with her newly engraved diploma and three 
trunks full of clothes. As I saw husky negroes tugging 
at those trunks, I cursed myself for a fool. Although I 
had no grounds for it. I had been dreaming things and 
hoping things about Caroline Davis, and three trunks 
full of clothes somehow didn't fit in with those dreams. 
Hut at least she would be able to see the result of my 
architectural skill. 

Caroline did see and marvel as she drove up to the 
place. As soon as she could get into more comfortable 
clothes and wash the cinders out of her hair, she came 
over with the Major on a tour of inspection. It was 
then that I began to discover how I had misjudged her, 
for Caroline Davis had ideas. In fact she had so many 
ideas that the Major and I were kept busy for two hours 
explaining and apologizing and arguing about how the 
house was to be finished and furnished and painted and 
decorated; yet on the whole she approved most enthu- 
<iastieally and complimented me most inordinately. 

Another and a more surprising revelation of Caroline 
■ame to me that evening. Supper had been 
served, and fearing I might be an intruder 
into the family visit, I had gone outside and 
was sitting on the porch reading a three 
days' old St. Louis paper. But 
presently discovered that the fain 
ily visit was not proceeding in 
the living-room on the fur- 
ther side of the house, for 
through a nearby window 
of the Major's library I 
heard Caroline and one 
of her aunts talking. 

"Now, Cah'line," came 
the voice of the aunt, 
"why do you run off in 
here and putter over 
those magazines?" 

I AM studying the il- 
lustrations," replied 
Caroline. 

"But I thought you 
were upstairs dressing — 
your guests will be com- 
ing in an hour or less, and 
you are wearing that old 
dress." 

"Well, what of it? 
And why did you ask 
them, can't I ever make 
you understand, Aunt 
Amy, that I want 
to do something 
in this world be- 



"Of course, I'm 
very proud of 
your clean past, 
but .... you 
aren't like 
other men, 
Mark" 



sides chatter and dance? I want to study tonight." 
"But I had to ask them. What would they have 
thought if I hadn't." 

"I don't care what they would have thought," re- 
turned the voice of the girl, "and I told you that if I 
agreed to come home this summer I was to have a chance 
to work." 

"You may as well make your mind up to stay at home," 
replied the aunt. "Your grandfather considers your 
schooling finished, and he will not give you money to go 
to New York, and that's settled. While he is not in a 
hurry for you to marry, still it's my opinion that you 

ought to begin to think about it " 

"Marry! And whom should I marry?" 
"A Southern gentleman, I should hope," the aunt re- 
plied severely. 

"Fiddlesticks," said Caroline. "All the Southern 
gentlemen I know are either backwoods farmers or cheap 
young sports." 

"Perhaps," retorted the aunt, "you would prefer the 
Yankee carpenter who is wasting our family fortune on 
that enormous house that none of us want." 

But I was not to hear Caroline's opinion on this inter- 
esting suggestion, for she merely answered in a sup- 
pressed voice: "There is no use in our quarreling like 
this, Aunt Amy -I'll go and dress, but I want it under- 
stood that I am to have some time to myself this 
summer." 

As soon as I heard the inner door close I made a hasty 

escape from the porch lest 
one of them should chance 
to come out and dis- 
cover my embar- 
rassing presence 
so near the open 
window 7 . 

Needless to 
say, what I 
had inadver- 
t e n t 1 y 
learned about 
Miss Caro- 
line's a 1 1 i - 
tude toward 
life was very 
interesting to 
me. It was 
strange, 
though, that 
with the con- 
stant talk 
about Caro- 
line I had not 
iearned the 
| nature of 
this am- 
bition that 
seemed so 
important 
to the girl. 
Ten 
days 
passed 
and I had 
made no 
progress in 
unraveling 
the mys- 
tery. Had 
Caroline 
(Continued 
on page 
90) 




" Now . . ." said the half-breed 
. . . "you have just one more 
chance. You will tell me 
where the gold cache 

. . Again the 
cruel, crunching 
wrench 
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Corrosive Cruelty and the 
Lure of Blood and Gold 



DON'T want to 
hurt you. mu- 
ckacho," said 
Ramon Correos, "but 
vou must tell. If vou 
don't—" 

He left the sen- 
tence unfinished, pur- 
posely, no doubt. . 
Certainly no definite 
threat could have sent a more chilling thrill of fear 
through my boyish soul than this sudden breaking off 
and the look from the half-breed's narrowed eyes. 

For perhaps a minute he h i the 
fear sink in, puffing at the eternal 
cigarette as he waited. Then he 
spoke again: 

"Well, will you tell? Where is 
the cache?" 

I did not answer in words. 
Perhaps at that moment I was not 
able to do so. I could only shake 
my head. 

Again he waited, still with his 
black «yes fixed upon my own. 
Then he spoke once more, shortly, 
sharply: 

"Give me your foot." 

I did not comply, but shrank 
hack on my log seat, and for the 
hundredth time glanced wildly 
about for the help that did not 

come. The bandit bent suddenly forward and seized 
one of my bare feet. The action dragged me from my 
seat and left me lying helplessly on the ground, my 
shoulders propped against the log. 
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"T HE brute struck me savagely on the 
1 jaw, and I felt the taste of blood. 
Poor Mateo writhed in his bonds, and 
muttered Spanish oaths deep in his throat. 
Ramon waited a moment, then picked us 
both impartially as we lay." 

You may think, that such a man as 
Ramon Cbrreos belongs to the vanished 
Wild West and the dark day* of rapine 
and murder of '49, but proof that such men 
as he do survive in the twentieth century in 
isolated parts of the Southwest, is this true 
story that made even a blase editor sit up 
and take notice. 



OW, m uchacko 
mio" said the 
half-breed, speaking 
calmly, "you have 
just one mc-fc- chance. 
You will tell me 
where the gold cache 
i", — then run home 
safely to the good 
senora, your madre, 
or you won't tell me, and I will take your five toes in 
my fingers — see, like this — and break them, one by one, 
until you do tell." He kept his blood-shot eyes on my 
face, and first and last there was no 
change in the tone in which he 
spoke. But neither I nor any other 
Sonoma County boy needed to be 
told of what the outlaw Correos 
was capable. 

The horror of it all helped me to 
stammering speech. 

"I can't tell — -I can't!" I gasped. 
"I don't know." With his right 
hand he crushed my toes cruelly: 
with his left he took the cigarette 
from his lips, and waved a puff of 
smoke and my denial aside. 

"It isn't worth while to lie to 
me, muchaeho. Everybody knows 
you have been that fool Indian's 
pet for years; you spend half your 
time in his kennel! Everybody 
knows, too, that he brought his clean-up home with him 
this Fall — and he has never taken it to town. It's hid- 
den somewhere about his cabin — all but the nugget he 
gave to you, muchaeho. That nugget you may keep. 
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hut the rest you will help me to find. Yes, muchacho 
mio, you will help me, or — " 

AGAIN the cruel, crunching wrench, and I screamed 
out in my pain. 

The cold eyes glittered and the white teeth shone 
through the thin fringe of beard. 

"You don't like that, muchacho. Then will you tell? 
No? Well, there's worse to come. See, now, I'll take 
this first one — so — and bend it back slowly, so that you 
may have time to think Now, will you — " 

Again my scream rang along the wooded hillside, but 
following it sounded the outlaw's muffled oath. It was 
my left foot he held, and in my fright and pain I had 
suddenly drawn up my right knee and kicked blindly, 
savagely forward. My heel, unshod, but hardened by 
much barefoot running over woodland paths, struck my 
torturer in the mouth. Unthinkingly, even as he cursed, 
he pushed me from him, clapping his hands to his bruised 
iips. In that instant I was on my feet and flying down 
the hillside. 

Surely never a boy fled with such frenzied speed be- 
fore! I heard him crashing behind me, but he could 
nave done little more than start when I had reached the 
shore of the lagoon. My skiff lay there — the skiff from 
which he had dragged me half an hour before, when I 
had steered so blindly into his clutches.. He had left it 



untied, moored only by the hold of the bow on the 
muddy bank. Even in the wild fear of my flight I could 
have blessed him for that. But now came the sound of 
his hateful voice — sharp, imperative: 
"Stop! I will shoot!" 

I DID not doubt that he would, but my answer was a 
flying leap into the center of the boat. I fell, sprawl- 
ing, over the thwarts, and the impact of my landing sent 
the little craft shooting swiftly far out from the bank. 
While I lay prostrate and breathless a shot, followed 
instantly by a second, sounded from the hillside, and a 
splinter flew from the gunwale. I lay quaking, waiting 
for a third report — the thud of the bullet upon my shud- 
dering body. Instead came a mutter of Spanish oaths, 
and I looked up to see the outlaw sliding and rolling down 
the steep slope. That was a lucky stumble — for me! 

I was up in a second, and in another had flung the oars 
between the tholepins, and was rowing madly toward 
the eastern shore, while my enemy, cursing, scrambled 
to his feet and rushed hurriedly up the hill. For a rod 
or more he climbed, stooping, almost on hands and knees, 
glancing this way and that with quick, fierce twists of 
his head. He was seeking the firearm he had dropped. 
And my muscles seemed ready to crack with the strain 
of added efforts at the oars. Soon, something th«: 
seemed half a human yell, half the snarl of a beast, told 
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me that he had found 

what he sought. The 

next instant there 

was a puff of blue 

smoke on the slope, 

a "zip-zip" in the 

water beside the boat. 

I shivered with a sick 

feeling of dread, but 

my hands still 

clutched the oars 

and my arms me- 
chanically kept on 
swinging in the mo- 
tion that made the 
boat speed away from 
shore. Again the 
blue smoke, the "zip- 
zip" on the water — 
and I shouted in hys- 
terical delight, for the 
splashes were behind 
me now. I was pass- 
ing out of range! 

RUT Ramon 
thought other- 
wise. Deliberately 
he sat down upon the 
slope, drew his knees 
well up toward his 
chin, placed his left 
arm across them, and 
again leveled the re- 
volver, this time with 
his wrist for a rest. 
If the weapon could 
carry to the boat 
there was little hope 
that he would miss 
me now. 

All this I saw and 
realized — and with it 
something else, some- 
thing that sent the 
chilled blood tingling 
again through my 
veins. Down the 
steep descent Mateo,' 
my Indian friend, be 
whose pitiful little 
treasure the bandit 
coveted, was leaping 
with long, noiseless 
strides, his wrinkled 
face half-hidden by the mass of tangled hair falling about 
it, his lean, dark hands extended before him as if 
already clutching for the throat of the man who would 
slay me. Ramon had as yet no hint of his coming — 
and even from my distance I saw the outlaw's arm 
stiffen as he took deliberate aim. Mateo would be too 
late! 

Mateo knew, and he did not hesitate. He was un- 
armed, and, aged as he was, his one chance for life in a 
struggle with the outlaw was to leap upon him without 
warning. But to delay for this might mean my death — 
and he shouted fiercely, in broken, guttural threatening, 
and still ran on. 

Ramon sprang up, wheeled .and fired without the 
pause of an instant. Mateo seemed to check himself 
for a second; then once more he bounded forward. 
It anion fired again. . 

That must have been the last shot in his pistol, but it 



Drop your gun. Give your- 
self up . . . You haven't 
a chance" 




was enough. I saw Mateo stop suddenly, straighten, 
and stand for an instant, wavering. His hand — even 
in my horror I noted that he lifted but one hand — went 
hesitatingly to his head. Then he seemed to sink gently 
backward against the steep hillside, and rested there — 
still — his face to the sky. 

"Oh, you dog! You dog! You dog! I'll kill you for 
this! I'll kill you!" I raved, sobbing in grief and de- 
spairing fury, while I stood on a thwart, balancing my- 
self in the rocking craft without thought, and shaking 
my fists toward the murderer. He stood for a moment 
looking at me fixedly, whether listening for more of my 
execrations or not I cannot say. Then he calmly re- 
filled the chambers of his pistol with fresh cartridges, 
fixed his eyes upon me once again, and deliberately 
kicked the helpless body at his feet. Even at that dis- 
tance I saw his teeth gleam through his sparse beard, 
and his taunting laugh came to me across the water. 
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The Mexican fired ... I had writhed 
suddenly upward . . . and flung myself 
against his knees 




He lifted his foot again — but I tin-ned shudderingly 
away, and dropped on my knees on the wet footboards 
of the skiff — not to pray, but to bury my face in my 
hands and gasp again with dry, choking sobs : 
"Oh, you dog! You dog!" 

WHEN I looked up a moment later Ramon was 
striding diagonally up the steep slope, pushing 
his way resolutely through the underbrush, and holding 
a course which would take him over the crest of the ridge 
and ever farther from the lagoon. He had not attempted 
to fire upon me again; my thought was that he had real- 
ized finally that the distance was too great, and was con- 
cerned now only in making his escape from the scene of 
his latest crime. 

The dry sobs died in my throat, and J sat in the boat 
almost breathless, my • eyes fixed on the hillside. I 
seemed to have grown suddenly old. On the ridge the 



miscreant paused to wave 
his hand toward me — per- 
haps in further threat, per- 
haps in jeering farewell. 
Moved by that craftiness 
which had come to me with 
my sudden added burden of 
years, I chose that he should 
think his gesture had for me 
the former meaning. 
I bent to my oars 
again, and rowed 
swiftly toward a mass 
of tules nearer the 
eastern shore and be- 
yond which I would 
be hidden from his 
view. He did not 
wait for me to dis- 
appear, but passed on 
over the ridge and 
out of sight. Then I 
swung the boat 
about, and rowed — 
desperately, though 
as silently as I might 
— back to shore. I 
realized that the ban- 
dit might be waiting 
for just this, yet I 
went on. As i t 
turned out he was — 
but I was beyond car- 
ing, for from my seat 
in the boat I had seen 
Mateo's body move! 

WITHIN five 
minutes I was 
at his side. Yes, he 
was alive, but the 
bullets from Ramon's 
weapon had not gone 
astray. The right 
sleeve of Mateo's 
coarse shirt was 
soaked with blood 
from a wound near 
the shoulder. The 
bronze of his wrinkled, 
kindly face was 
coated with what had 
flowed from a deep 
furrow ploughed 
across his skulljby the 
ball which had struck him senseless. But he was con- 
scious now, or almost so, and his black eyes blinked into 
mine with a look of wonder and puzzled inquiry. 

My handkerchief served as a bandage for the wounded 
arm — knotted tightly about the limb under the sleeve. 
For the deep trench on the scalp I had nothing and 
could only try to stop the flow of blood with a piece of 
my cotton shirt. He still lay motionless, slowly gath- 
ering his scattered senses. Then, even as I finished, he 
stirred suddenly, muttered something in his throat, and 
seemed to make a feeble, futile effort to rise. 
"Lie still," I said. "Lie still. I will—" 
I got no further, for Ramon, who had crept silently 
upon me while I worked, struck me from behind — only 
with his clenched fist, I think, but with such brutal force 
that I slipped to the ground instantly, senseless. 

When I awoke the outlaw was standing over us, pistol 
in hand, eyeing us coolly. For (Continued on page 88 ) 




1 was just 
about to be- 
gin the opera- 
tion when . . . my 
wife stood before 
us . . . "Get out of 
here!" she cried. ""1*11 
assist ray husband" 
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THERE'S a saying as true as it's old, that a woman 
can make or mar a man's business. Mine has been 
that bitter experience, and even yet I can't accept 
the fate of my early manhood. 

It was only a matter of a few short weeks after what 
I had considered a marriage of 
love, that I learned with a 
dreadful surety that the woman 
I had won possessed a violent 
temper. Even more startling 
was the fact that she rather 
spoke of it as an accomplish- 
ment — an added quality by 
which she ruled people. 

Her people, she declared 
boastfully, had always given in 
to her whims, and after a few 
demonstrations I was quite will- 
ing to believe that this was all 
too true. 

It mortified me beyond ex- 
pression to have her fly into a 
rage over the most trivial 
matter; her ungovernable temper became the bane of my 
existence, and I found myself catering to her most foolish 
whims in order to keep peace. 

The people in the boarding-house where I had lived 
in perfect harmony for seven years before my marriage, 
began to cast sympathetic glances at me when my wife 
would, without the slightest provocation, raise a fuss. 



OR six months we worked together in perfect 
r harmony; to me. she was a most Valuable 
asset. Our days were filled from morning until 
night; my success in the big city was practically 
assured, and to my assistant I give half the credit, 
for she was a tireless, conscientious worker. Things 
were moving along so well that I was beginning to 
take a new lease on life, when my wife, returning 
unexpectedly from a long visit to her relatives, 
called me up to say she was home." 

Some unravel the kinkj of life and others cut 
them in twain. Here we have a man's problem 
worked out in a gripping, masculine way. 



Life As It Is Too Often 
Lived in Our Modern Day. 

The publicity of the place made no difference to her; 
when she was angry she was entirely void of pride. I 
suffered the most mortifying shock of my life when she 
flew into a rage over a simple joke a personal friend 
played on me one day at meal-time, and in her anger 

broke half the dishes that were 
on the table. 

I didn't wait to be ordered 
out of the house, but imme- 
diately moved into a nearby 
hotel, where I hoped to find no 
acquaintances. But my wife 
was no respecter of persons, 
and it wasn't long until I came 
in and found her in a heated 
argument with one of the 
maids. 

Such public demonstration 
of her nasty temper was too 
much for me, so my next step 
was to move into a little home. 
Why I didn't leave her then 
and there I don't know, but I 
had been brought up in a home where divorce was looked 
upon as one of the most disgraceful things in the world, 
and I had brothers and sisters who had been enjoying 
married life for more than five years with their chosen 
mates. 

In the new home with everything going her way, I 
thought I saw a chance for the woman I had married. 




I even dreamed pleasant 
dreams of helping her get 
a hold on herself to over- 
come the monster that was wrecking our lives. But my 
dreams died when my sweet, gentle, refined mother 
slipped in on us as a surprise for our first anniversary. 
Her visit lasted only three days — until Lottie flew into 
one of her tantrums. That night mother left, heart- 
broken, and never came again. 

I kept covering things up, shielding her as best I could 
from the criticisms of my friends and the outside world. 
In spite of her outbursts of temper, I was still in love 
with her. No matter how cowardly it was, when she was 
angry she had a power over me that was stronger than 
my own will. I simply could not cope with her; she 
always came out winner, and felt she had accomplished 
another victory over me. 

After a terrible outbreak one morning on our front 
porch, Avhich all our neighbors witnessed, I made up my 
mind to leave the city. In a new place she might do better. 

TO this plan my wife made no objections. Why 
she didn't, I can understand now. She had not 
one single tie of interest in the town where she had lived 
eighteen months as a bride. But to me it was the most 
trying ordeal I had ever known. 

I was a surgeon of considerable reputation for a man 
of my years, and my operations had given me a standing 
of good repute among the doctors as well as the people of 
the town where I began my life's work — the work into 
which I threw my very soul, for I loved it. But the joy 
of successful operations and the relief I could bring 
suffering humanity could no longer bridge over the 



One day I came upon her taking possession of 
Mrs. Gibson's desk. My assistant remon- 
strated . . . and a violent scene followed 

state of affairs in my home, so we packed up and moved 
to a thriving city in the Middle West. 

The big city for awhile proved to be a haven of peace. 
It was different from a small town; we knew and were 
known by few people. I opened an office in one of the 
most prominent buildings, and from the first day I had 
enough work to keep me busy. In the new atmosphere 
my wife seemed to be more like the woman I thought 
she was before we married, and during this softened 
period of her life she confided to me that she was to be- 
come a mother. Naturally, I j>etted and humored her, 
regardless of my own feelings or jjersonal pride. I gave 
in to every whim she made, and when at last our baby 
came, I felt fully repaid for all I'd gone through, for from 
the day of his birth my son has been the one ray of joy 
in my life. 

WITH this new interest. I threw my whole heart 
and soul into my business, and soon found I had 
more on my hands than I could manage alone. 

I fitted up a modern operating-room, and through the 
influence of a successful doctor, obtained a splendid nurse 
to take charge of it — a quiet, refined, and capable woman. 
She was fully qualified for the work, and her cheerful dis- 
position won for her in the hearts of my patients a place 
of strong affection. 

For six months we worked together in perfect harmony; 
to me she was a most valuable asset. Our days were 
filled from morning until night; my success in the big city 
was practically assured, and to my assistant I gave half 
the credit, for she was a tireless, conscientious worker. 
Things were moving along so well that I was beginning 
to take a new lease on life, when my wife, returning un- 
expectedly from a lengthy visit to her relatives, called 
me up to say she was home. 
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I could scarecely wait till noon to go home, so anxious 
was I to see my wife and boy. She seemed overjoyed 
to see me, but I learned before I left the house that a fuss 
with her people was responsible for her return; never- 
theless, I was glad to have them back. The boy was 
big enough to lisp my name, and something's wrong with 
the man who fails to appreciate his son's voice. 

THAT night I had a heart-to-heart talk with her. I 
had bought a new car for her during her absence; 
I asked her to plan anything she liked for our evenings, 
but for the sake of our future to leave me undisturbed 
during the day. I told her about the great success I was 
making, and in justice to the 
woman who had helped 
me build it, I men- 
tioned the nurse — ^ 
what a splendid, ^ML 
generous- H 
hearted fl 
woman she JM 
was. 

I noticed M 
a flush of 
red steal 
over my 
wife's 
cheeks, 
but for 
once she 
said noth- 
ing. Neverthe- 
less', the mem- 
ory of that 
expression lin- 
gered strong in 
my mind long 
after I retired. 

The next 
morning be- 
fore eleven 
o'clock she 
made a visit 
to the office, 
and when I 
reached home 
that evening, I 
had scarcely 
entered the 
door when she 
demanded that 
I get rid of 
"that woman." 

I was simply 
dumfounded. 
There was no 
cause, what- 
ever, for me to 
give up my 
assistant. I 
tried to explain to 
my wife how necessary 
she was to my work, what an ad- 
vantage it was to have a woman of Mrs. Gib- 
son's fine qualities as an assistant. She was several 
years my senior, and in every way suited to the work. 
Mrs. Gibson was married, in love with her own husband 
as well as her profession, and the only woman I'd ever 
had that I considered capable of handling the delicate 
instruments necessary for successful operations. 

But to all my words my wife turned a deaf ear; she 
stormed and raged in such a manner it frightened our 
son. Even he, young as he was, covered his little ears 




to shut out the sound of her angry voice. During her 
tirade I felt for the first time in my life an utter disgust 
for the woman I had married. Her accusations were so 
unjust that I suddenly became master of myself — the 
self she had ruled by her vicious temper for four years. 

"I'll not dispense with such a valuable assistant," I 
declared firmly. "We have an operation ahead every 
day for the next three weeks, and I can't get along 
without her." 

My wife sprang from her chair in the most violent rage 
I had ever witnessed; she tore up and down the room, 
using language that was shameless. 

Finally she flung herself into a big chair and looked 
at me as though she could have 
torn me limb from limb. 

"You won't have to get 
rid of her," she said 
presently, "I'll attend 
to that for you." 
"But I don't 
jgj^ want to get rid 
of her," I in- 
terrupted, "I 
couldn't run a 
successful 
operati n g- 
room without 
her — I tell you, 
I won't ask her 
to leave." 

"You won't 
have to," she 
snapped, "but 
nevertheless, 
she'll leave, 
and you'll get 
another nurse 
to help with 
the opera- 
tions." 

Without an- 
other word she 
hastily entered 
her room and 
banged the 
door after her. 

THE next 
in or ii i g 
she was at 
breakfast with 
no visible sign 
noticeable of 
the rage she 
had passed 
through, 
though her 
coolness 
caused me no 
feeling of 
surety that her 
threat to drive 
out my assist- 
ant was forgot- 
ten. And, in 
spite of my 
efforts to re- 
main calm, I was nervous as a cat when I reached the 
office — a thing so unusual that Mrs. Gibson immediately 
inquired if anything had happened. I told her it was 
nothing. But she insisted that I go into the rest-room 
and lie down in order to be ready for a delicate oper. 
ationwe had on for eleven o'clock. {Continued on page H(> ) 



Suddenly 

. she was 

sobbing like a 

ild. "I never 

realized . . . how 

errible I was . . . 

Won't you give me 

a chance to redeem 

myself?" 
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Hie Judgment of 'Paris- and Others 
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HEN Paris ad- 
judged Venus fairest 
of women and thus staged a pro- 
log of the Trojan War, he furnished 
advance evidence that a "thing of beauty 
is a joy forever." For modern Paris, 
fickle as it is to womanly adornment, holds 
fast to the type of womanly beauty he chose. 
The last word from the beauty-loting French peo- 
ple proves this, for the twenty-year old girl 
recently acclaimed as the most beautiful woman 
all France might well have posed for the 
Venus of Melos or of the Medici. With eye 
deep-set and dark, pw< Grecian nose and firmly- 
chiseled chin; with mouth full yet delicately 
modeled beautifying the classic oval of a 
face surmounted by an open forehead and 
flowing tresses, not overlooking a form of 
}L womanly roundness, Agnes Souret is 
■|k worthy of the award of the Paris 



Paris ~ Agnes Souret 
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JHROM Faust's 
*■ demure Marguerite 
to the chic and undeniably-beauti- 
ful Mia May, is a far cry indeed. If 
the contrast typifies yesterday's and to- 
day's daughter of the Fatherland, Germa- 
nia herself may admit that war hath its losses 
as well as victories! Yet most Teutonic folk 
still hold to their classic ideals of womanly beauty, 
summed up in well-proportioned breadth of brow 
and cheek, face well rounded, hair bright or of flaxen 
lightness, nose and mouth bespeaking strength, yet 
womanly tenderness, surmounting a form essen- 
tially feminine and well-rounded. With just such 
quality of comeliness, Mia May not only has 
won the title-role of "Mistress of the World," 
but is also the most popular photoplay 
beauty in all Germany, tko candor 
compels the acknowledgment 
% ■ that her native land was 

Bohemia. 
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COMPETITION has played a big part in English 
history, and so 'tis small wonder that it has oft 
proved ils\lf a Land of Contests — including beauty 
tournaments beyond number. Out of the turmoil of 
them all rises as oidrix, Lady Diana Manners, in rank, 
lineal descendant of Dorothy Vernon of Haddon Hall 
and daughter of the Duke of Rutland, in private life, 
wife of Captain Alfred Duff Cooper, and in filmdom 
leading lady of "The Glorious Adventure" and other 
photoplays. With her golden hair, blue eyes and fresh 
coloring, her rounded cheeks, and features of youthful 
contour, and with form cast in such mold as the god- 
dess from whom she takes her name, it is not hard to 
realize why Lady Diana has won distinction as the 
embodiment of the ideals of beauty of her native land. 
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Justine Johnstone 



ZAST and as- 
j far -from -least 
thought-can-reach comes the judg- 
ment of Paris in the Utile matter of 
Who's Who among a doien-or-so millions of 
American girls. When Paul Helleu, noted 
French artist, recently visited America he braced 
the consequences that followed Helen of Troy's 
nomination and allotted Justine Johnstone the golden 
apple. Our Old Masters of the camera — young ones 
too — and the silver screen have given most of us a chance 
to confirm M. Helleu's opinion — or au contraire. Tall 
enough for grace, and with a figure as symmetrical if not 
so well rounded as the Old World's ideals, with the 
lengthened oval of her face set off hy eye and mouth 
eloquent and tender, nose and chin firm yet feminine, 
and carriage of head bespeaking the independence of 
her countrywomen, Justine Johnstone is in truth a 
composite of American ideals of beauty. In tes- 
timony whereof may be cited the beginnings of her 
career not so long ago as professional photo- 
graphic subject, with her face - plus - intel- 
ligence as her fortune, and her rapid 
climb to Fame and Fortune, not to 
mention her position of wifehood 
as Mrs. Walter Wanger. 
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What Joy -Rides and Jazz 
Brought One Couple Before 
the Writing of May's One 
Hundred Dollar Prize Story 

SUPPOSING you had always had 
plenty of money, hut had never 
earned a cent ; supposing you had 
grown up, thinking that the only real 
life was the frantic search for gaiety; 
supposing you had been brought up 
by your mother to believe that to find 
a socially 
acceptable 
young man 
with plenty 
of money, 
and then 
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T T required 
rare mental 
courage and su- 
perb strength of 
will to do what 
this woman did. 
The world Would 
have called her 
foolish had it 
known, but — she 
took, care that 
the world never 
would know. 





I finally got my 
message across 
and had the sat- 
isfaction of seeing 
him go out — and 
get the car ready for our secret flight 



to capture him for a husband, was the one 
persistent aim of a girl; and supposing you 
found the petty naggings of your am- 
bitious mother so intolerable that any 
escape was desirable; wouldn't you be in- 
clined to do what most of us in such po- 
sitions do — find the man, capture him at 
all costs, and clear out? 

I think you would. Certainly most of 
my companions appeared to be working 
on that principle. I am not surprised that 
I went the way of the rest of our set. I 
went to and helped to create bizarre par- 
ties. I danced by night and slept by day. 
I found the man that could help me best 
in fighting off boredom; and I used every fascina- 
tion known to modern woman to get him. And of 
course I got him. A girl had to travel a pretty 
sporty road to capture a man in our set, a road that 
our mothers would never have followed. It meant 
dances where each of us vied with the other to wear the 
most strikingly daring of gowns, with the shortest of 
skirls, the lowest of necks, the filmiest of materials; and, 
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"Dad!" I exclaimed. "What does this 
mean?" . . . "Oh, nothing," he said . . . 
"just a little matter of business Benny 
and I closed up a few minutes ago" 




of course, it 
meant the 
leaving of our 
corsets either 
at home or the 

"parking" of them in dressing-rooms, because our men 
partners had been educated by the most daring of us to 
think that a girl who didn't go the limit in these direc- 
tions didn't have "pep" enough for his "speed." 

IN addition to these dances, the capture of such a man 
as my Benny involved unchaperoned after-theatre sup- 
pers, with drinks that kept our "pep" at the right pitch, 
and made us stand for types of merriment that our 
mothers in their day would have said could be enjoyed 
only by the most depraved demi-mondaine. It meant 
cigarettes, long speed-law-defying drives in the dead of 
night to Volstead- Act -defying roadhouses; and petting 
parties that ended sometimes not till the coming of gray 
dawn. 

My father protested a little at my late hours; but my 
mother — who didn't really guess at all what went on — 
assured him that he was old-fashioned and that girls of 
today knew how to take care of themselves just as well 
as girls did thirty years ago. Which was right in a sense, 
only "taking care of ourselves" had come to have a nar- 
rower meaning, just as "enjoying ourselves" had come 
to have a broader meaning than either term had thirty 
years ago. Father wasn't convinced but he was silent 
and I went on at top speed, of course. 

So I caught Benny. 
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I SHALL not forget the expressions on the faces of my 
father, mother, and sister Vera when I told them that 
Benny had asked me to marry him. Mother sprang up 
and hugged me enthusiastically, declaring that he was 
the "catch of the season." Vera's blue eyes flew to 
mine and glistened with a moisture that comes only 
with a thrill of pure, romantic joy — Vera was just fifteen, 
and at that time was being brought up at boarding- 
school, one of the few where girls get something ap- 
proaching the real thing even now. And I could see 
her hands clasp in a fervor far exceeding that displayed 
by either Benny or me at the moment when he asked me 
the question of questions. Vera's eyes at that moment 
made a picture that I have thanked God for many times 
since. Father alone was unenthusiastic. He had none 
of Mother's ambitions, or of Vera's unspoiled romance, 
and he evidently found my attitude rather uninspiring. 
He contented himself with looking at me thoughtfully. 
Things of this sort he had learned to leave to Mother, 
who understood them. 

This may seem a long introduction to the real story; 
but, as this is a real account of what really happened to 
me, I feel that I have a right to give a picture of the situ- 
ation from which the thing started. 

The wedding was at the house, not in church, and the 
supper after the wedding had about it something of the 
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tang of the old wedding feast. Though there were a 
few older persons, whose connection with the family 
made it impossible to exclude them, the atmosphere 
was distinctly that of the youn or and more speedy set. 
Champagne was served in quantity, and partaken of as 
if it were a light wine. I am positive that many of the 
older and more sedate in the party failed to be properly 
shocked at the hilarity of the younger ones, because they 
were concentrating their attention on maintaining the 
proper grave and decorous attitude themselves. 

The time came at last for the bride and groom to slip 
away and start on I heir honeymoon. I signaled Benny 
"with my eyebrows, but he seemed rather slow of appre- 
hension. However, I finally got my message across and 
had the satisfaction of seeing him go out — to get the car 
ready for the secret flight we had carefully planned. 

After the proper interval I, too, managed to slip away 
unobtrusively, and went to my room to make a cpiick 
change of costume. Vera had begged to be allowed the 
last minute joy of sending me off. 

I found her in tears, lying half across my bed, her 
shoulders heaving. 

"Why, pet," I exclaimed. "Don't take it so hard. 

I'm not going away for- 



"Don't be silly. Cf course I can 
stand on my own feet. When we 
get back — " . . . "We'll never go 
back — together — until you art" 
on your feet al- 
ready!" I inter- 
rupted fiercely 



ever. You'll come and 



spend your whole vacation with us this summer, Sis." 
She lay still a moment and then turned over and sat 
up suddenly, the tears still trickling down her face. 

"Oh, I think it's just awful!" she cried. "It's just 
awful! How can you do such things?" 

Then she flung herself back on the bed again and went 
on sobbing. I was quite at a loss. What was she talk- 
ing about? I went over to her and put one arm about 
her, trying to cuddle her up to me comfortingly, for I 
still could think of nothing but her regret at my depart- 
ure. But she threw me off vehemently. Then she 
dashed the tears from her eyes and sprang up, facing me 
fiercely. 

"You've l>een drinking, too," she cried. "You're just 
like all the rest of them. The only sober people in the 
house are the servants; and they're laughing at you and 
despising you. I went down the back way to have a 
peep at your wonderful party. Oh, I'm ashamed, 
ashamed! If you could have heard James and Thomas 
cracking jokes about the condition of your husband! 
They were having a competition to see who could put 
the most champagne in his glass. I heard it all, and I 
saw Benny drinking it! Oh! Oh! I'd rather marry 
one of the servants than a man like Benny!" 

This made me angry. For Benny was doing only 

what every- 
body in out- 
set expected. 
It was a 
peppy wed- 
ding party, 
and he was 
keeping 
i 
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get it !" I exclaimed. "I was foolish to let you in on this, 
anyway. You're too young. Wait till you're out. 
Then you'll understand. We don't marry saintly molly- 
coddles nowadays. Come on. Help me out of this 
dress." 

"I won't touch your old dress," exclaimed Vera pas- 
sionately. "I won't have anything to do with your 
awful wedding. I always thought getting married was 
a wonderful, sacred thing. I've pictured your husband 
as a kind of Galahad, coming .and riding off with you to 
make a wonderful home, where I could come and visit 
you, and you would tell me wonderful things about your 
* life, and some day I'd help you take care of your babies, 
and all that. And now you've smashed my lovely dream 
with this awful drunkenness. If this is getting married, 
I don't ever want to be married. Good-by!" 

AND she flung herself out of the room, bursting into 
. new sobs as she went. 

I stared at her. But I was thinking queer thoughts 
as I rang for my maid, and I was silent 
under the rapid-fire of Celeste's vivacious 
raptures over "zee wondairful wedding." 
Vera had given me a shock, and I was slow 
in recovering. 

In the hall I got another shock. I turned 
the landing just in time to see another 
of the maids break away, giggling, from 
Uenny's maudlin embrace, and to hear 
him mutter in a high-pitched voice, "Yesh, 
yesh, 'sail righ', Marie. Ev'rybody hash 
to'kish th' groom. Groom hash to kish 
ev'rybody." 

He saw me then and waved invitingly. 

"Come on, Kitty," he called jovially. 
"All'sh ready." 

But my heart was unaccountably cold. 
I couldn't accept his joviality as it was 
offered. I knew he had meant no 
harm in kissing Marie. It wasn't 
the first time he had kissed other 
girls at our "peppy" parties. 
But, somehow, I wasn't see- 
ing things the same. I was 
seeing them through 
Vera's clear, clean-seeing 
eyes. And I was cold, 
clear through. 

PROBABLY— 
this Avas why, 
instead of slipping 
at once out the 
side door as we had 
planned, I 
ran up the 
hall and in- 
to the li- 
brary to say 
good-by to 
Father, who 
had w i t h - 
drawn from 
the festivities 
early on the plea 
of "important 
business." 

There he sat all by him- 
self and it seemed to me 

that the lines of care were very deep on his forehead. 
But he looked up with a forced smile at my approach, 
and circled me with his arm as I perched on the most 
convenient knee to give him a parting hug. 



"Good-by, Katherine," he said, a trifle huskily. "I 
wish you all happiness." His voice caught a little. "I 
— I wish you all happiness — I'm afraid I don't under- 
stand young people nowadays; but " 

He broke off because he saw me staring at his open 
check book. He flapped it quickly shut and stalled to 
put it away, but I stopped him. I had seen the last 
stub. It was made out to Benny, with the notation 
below, "A loan," and two exclamation marks It was 
made out for a thousand dollars. 

DAD!" I exclaimed, "What does that mean?" 
"Oh, nothing," he said with forced bluffness, 
"just a little matter of business Benny and I closed up a 
few minutes ago." 

Benny touched my shoulder impatiently. He seemed 
anxious to be gone. And as I continued to look at Dad, 

he went on ahead of me. 
I had seen those 
words, "A loan!" 
and I knew that 
the exclamation 
marks meant 
Dad's personal 
comment on 
the propriety 
of a loan from 
him to Benny 
at such a time. 
Also I knew 
that Dad 
would never 
have trans- 
acted any 
"b u s i n e s s " 
with a man in 
Benny's per- 
fectly obvious 
condition. I 
grasped Dad's 
hand and 
made him look 
me straight in 
the eye. 

' 'Benny's 
been bor- 
rowing 
money. 
Why?" 

"I don't 
know. I 
always 
thought he 
had plentv. 
But he 
seemed to 
think he 
must have 
it, and that 
I was the 
natural per- 
son to come 

Inside of a to. I — I 

week I had di(m > t ex _ 
mastered the ., 1.1 . 

routine of Mrs. actl y hke to 

Hawkins' kitchen argue With 

. . . But what was hilll just 

happening to Benny? then He 

How was he getting on? ^ didn't 

seem exactly — well — Oh, damn it ! Katherine, I'm mad 
all over. I'm disgusted with this wedding party. I 
don't make you young ones out at all. Benny's drunk, 
and, good Lord! I'm letting you {Continued on page 72) 
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began for 

me when I 

learned to whis- 

That was when I 
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How Whistling 



E 

tie. 

was four years of age. 
It was a feeble, quiver- 
ing little whistle, but a 
whistle nevertheless. I 
have whistled ever 

since. Dating from the day that I succeeded in 
ing my mouth and whistling from tlu* side of my 
I really began to live. I might add that I still 
from the side of my mouth. 

From the beginning, life was 
eventful. As a tiny child I had 
instilled into my mind the thought 
that I must not worry Mother. 
Father had left her with five chil- 
dren, of which I was the youngest. 
The next youngest was a sister, 
some three years older, then three 
brother s — fine, noble lads. 
Mother worked hard and worried 
— worried lest she fail to provide 
for and educate her five children. 
Soon my brothers left school 
and worked in order to edu- 
cate sister and me ; they left 



The manager and acrobats . 
told me I had done well, espe 
cially for one who had no 
instructions save 
my own 



sain 
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pucker- 
mouth, 
whistle 



school and went to 
work in order to help 
out at home. 

SOMEHOW I didn't 
fit in at home. I 
jr . /~\ /"••?»/"« TT could usually lie found 

Kept Une Utrl S Lour age Up ; n some lonely corner 

thinking and dreaming, 
when I should have been studying or at play. When I 
was nine years of age, I realized that I was an alien in 
the family. They all loved me, but there was a differ- 

ence somehow. Young as I was, 

I realized that although they loved 
me, they both loved and respected 
Sister. And I — -I was told that I 
would be the black sheep of the 
family. Grandmother told me, al- 
most every day, that I would never 
amount to anything; that I would 
grow up to be a disgrace to my 
family. This, usually when I came 
in with my dress torn or my hair 
disheveled, or when I failed to ap- 
pear for dinner and would be found 
in some lonely 
place dream- 

Ving and plan- 
n i n g . I 
: wonder if 

they real- 
ized that 
all this 
scheming 
anddream- 



'T'HE old Scotch proverb, "A whistling 
girl and a crowing hen, always come to 
some bad end," is rapidly going the way of 
other old-fashioned ideas in these days of 
feminine emancipation. We are rapidly 
Veering around to the point of view of the 
North English proverb, "A whistling girl 
and a flock °f sheep is the best property a 
man can keep." 
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ing on my part was really the outcome of the many lec- 
tures I received, and due to the fact that I felt it my 
duty to call myself to task and teach myself not to he 
"no account," as Grandmother said I would surely be. 
I was not allowed to go places like other children, unless 
Sister interceded for me, which she usually did. If I 
wanted to play with some other little girl, I always got 
Sister to ask Mother to let me: otherwise, I would not 
be allowed to go. 

THEN one afternoon Mother gave me a quarter — in 
nickels— to buy myself a pair of stockings. I could 
not find the kind I was told to buy, so returned home. 
I was late, having spent more time in the store than I 
should. When I reached home I put the nickels in the 
kitchen safe, and went out to sit under the trees to es- 
cape a scolding. Soon Mother called me in and accused 
me of stealing a nickel. Sure enough, there was a nickel 
. in my pocket, but I was not allowed to explain that when 
I took the four nickels from my dress pocket to put them 
away, I inadvertantly left one in; that I did not mean 
to steal the money and that it was just a mistake. 
Mother beat me and told me that I would never amount 
to anything. 

The result of numerous such happenings was that I 
really believed I was no good. After that cruel whip- 
ping for something I didn't mean to 
do, I really believed, in my 
childish mind, that I was 
something loathsome. I 



I managed to break 
my arm midway be- 
tween the elbow and 
the wrist . . . Thus 
Brother was saved 
the humiliation of 
seeing me grad- 
uate in my 
shabby 




was told so often that I was ugly and that when I grew 
up I would be a "perfect fright," that I believed it. 

After that I shunned other little girls. I thought I 
was not fit to associate with them. And at school I 
studied just as hard as I could, because my one thought 
was that perhaps if I studied hard nobody would notice 
how ugly and "no account" I was. When school was 
out, I would run home, pull my school clothes off and 
go out into the woods to stay until dark, when it would 
be time to study my lessons for the next day. Mother, 
Grandmother and Sister thought I stayed out in the 
woods to play, but I stayed there because I was ashamed. 

WHEN I had to remain indoors, I whistled at the 
top of my lungs. Mother thought it was just to 
worry and annoy her, but it was really to keep up my 
spirits. I had learned long since that I must not worry 
Mother, and I thought if I whistled just as hard and as 
loud as I could Mother would think I was happy and 
would not be worried. I was cowed, my spirit crushed, 
but in spite of everything my good old whistle kept me 
going. I would whistle in order to pretend that I was 
happy, and this, my one accomplishment, kept me from 
going under when the tide seemed too strong for me. I 
was only nine years old and 
needed encouragement. 

And then, I became blind. 
I think the nervous strain, 
the worry, the loneliness was 
too much for me and my 
whole nervous system was 
affected, with the result 
that I lost my sight. 
At first, the family 
would not believe me 
when I insisted that I 
was going blind. They 
laughed at me. 

Then one evening 
Grandmother said 
I should go with her to 
a neighbor's house. I 
cried and begged to stay 
home because it was get- 
ting dark and I couldn't 
see. They made me go. 
Grandmother could not 
see very well after dark, 
so made me walk ahead 
to guide her. We had 
to go along the bank of 
the river for a short dis- 
tance and I 
walked into the 
stream and was 
nearly drowned. 
They then real- 
ized that I was 
really blind and 
not just pre- 
tending. I was 
blind for one 
year, then I 
gradually recov- 
ered my sight. 
They were so 
good to me 
when I was 
blind — so good 
and kind. This 
time stands out 
as the happiest 
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of my life. Somehow, it seemed as 
though their sympathy and kindness 
helped me to get a new lease on life, and 
to believe that some day I might be of 
"some account" after all. I grew strong, 
husky and happy. I didn't whistle as 
loud as I was wont to 
whistle. Indeed, it was a 
low, even, happy whis- 
tle now, expressive of 
contentment. „, . 

Gradually I re- 
gained my sight. 
I read that if a 
person would 
exercise care- 
fully, no matter 
how ugly one 
might be, they 
might become 
beautiful. I 
made a trapeze 
out in the 
woods, made it 
of two long 
ropes and a 
broom handle. 
I practiced for 
hours on this 
and learned to 
do many things. 
This trapeze 
was fastened on 
the limb of a 
huge tree, and 
was about six 
feet from the 
ground, so that 
it was necessary 
for me to stand 
on a barrel in 
order to reach the 
bar. About six 
feet from the tree 
on which the trapeze 
was fastened, grew an- 
other tree with a limb parallel 
with the one on which the ropes 
were tied. I decided that it was too 
much trouble to stand on the barrel, so 
climbed up the other tree and jumped the 
six feet in the air, taking chances on reaching 
the trapeze. I made it. I was afraid to take the 
chance, but forced myself to do it, and thereby learned 
to overcome my fear. I whistled louder than ever that 
night, proud that I could perform, as I had learned to 
perform on the trapeze.' I had no one to play with so 
had to keep all this to myself, but as time passed I be- 
came more efficient and was soon able to do many dif- 
ficult feats. 

A CIRCUS came to town, and I was given permis- 
sion to attend the performance that night with 
a friend of my mother's. In the afternoon I slipped 
away from home and located the manager of the circus. 
I walked up to him and said: 

"Mister, I want a job." 

He smiled, and as he seemed quite good-natured I 
was soon telling him all about my trapeze and what I 
could do. Soon he became interested and said he would 
see me go through my paces. The main tent was de- 
serted at that hour. The manager and the acrobats of 
the company took me into the tent and to a trapeze. 



Then one day I saw my husband ... It 

is for this woman that he. cares . . . And 

all I can do is to keep whistling 




I didn't have any tights, so 1 stinted my dress into the 
waistband of my bloomers, kicked my shoes off and went 
to work. At first I was afraid, not afraid because I was 
so high up, for I knew there was a net below me and 
there was really no danger, but afraid that I could not 
jierform well and that the acrobats would laugh at me. 
I worked there for about thirty minutes, doing one stunt 
after another, and doing things on that trapeze that I 
had never dared do on my old broomstick trapeze at 
home. . 

When I got through the manager and the acrobats 
hugged me and told me that I had done well, especially 
for one who had had no instructions save my own. He 
offered to let me perform that night. I didn't say any- 
thing to Mother when I went home. But I whistled very 
loudly indeed when I had finished dinner and was wait- 
ing for my friends to call for me (Continued on page 105) 
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rHERE are carious forms of strength: physical prowess, 
mental courage and the will to endure. They all interest 
us intensely. Even a bare recital thrills us like a call to arms. 
Into Wesley Hamilton's life came a remarkable experience — 
such an experience as comes but rarely to the lot of man. How 
he met the adventure and saved himself, raises our admiration 
for his strength, shrill and cunning to the utmost degree. 



In Which 
Role He 



WESLEY HAMILTON 
is now a well-known 
actor. But fifteen years 
ago he was playing a small part 

with a road-company. Once, while with a "fly-by-night" 
troupe that toured "tank towns" throughout the Middle 
West, he met with the most trying experience that he had 
ever had in his life. By the time the company had been 
assigned to their rooms in the one hotel, there was no room 
for him, so he was forced to seek lodgings elsewhere. 

As he passed through the door of the hotel, one of the 
boys told him that "if he warn't scairt" he could 
put up at the "deepo;" there was a bedroom there that 
was "haunted." As it was late and there was only the 



an Actor Plays a 
Will Never Forget 



one hotel in town, he swallowed 
his distaste for such a room and 
approached the ticket agent 
about spending the night there. 
When the agent picked up the lamp and led the way 
to the floor above, Hamilton felt a cold chill creep down 
his spine; for of all the musty, dead smells, the stairs ex- 
haled the worst he had ever come across. When they 
entered the room, the fitful light from the single oil 
lamp made the barnlike room still bigger in Hamilton's 
eyes. He was satisfied, however, for it was only for the 
night, and after the agent left, Hamilton explored the 
place. It was a largo, square room with a narrow bed of 
fine old wood and with handsome cover; small, narrow 

windows, two doors, and sev- 
eral big, old-fashioned red plush 
chairs. The whole place had a 
queer, unwholesome air. Still, 
a healthy young man is not 
easily frightened, and, besides, 
he was tired out; so with a 
final search around, and testing 
of the old rusty locks on the 
windows and the 
door, Hamilton un- 
dressed and slipped 

The agent picked up 
the lamp and led the 
way . . . Hamilton felt 
a cold chill creep down 
his spine . . . the whole 
place had a queer un- 
wholesome air 
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Hamilton saw a huge knife take shape in that mysterious 
hand . . . his nerves seemed ready to snap 







beneath the covers of the bed, as the clock in the Town 
Hall boomed out the hour of eleven. 

HAMILTON was awakened an hour later by a low 
moan succeeded by a faint scratching sound. He 
could feel the hair on his scalp slowly rising and the cold 
sweat of fear gripped his body. Suddenly he heard the 
moaning again, this time nearer, and paralyzed with 
fright he could not move. Then, as though by magic, a 
soft glow appeared. Slowly, slowly, it spread and in a 
few minutes an arm took shape, then wrist and fingers 
clenched as though holding something. With a shudder, 
Hamilton saw a huge knife take shape in that mysteri- 
ous hand and then he saw that the arm was detached. 
It seemed to hang disconnected in the air. It moved closer 
slowly but surely. Nearer, ever nearer it came and 
Hamilton's nerves seemed ready to snap. On it came, 
that ghastly hand, closer and closer, until barely a few 
inches away from him. When Hamilton saw that it was 
yoon to plunge into his heart, he jumped up, seized the 
knife and yelled. The knife cut into the flesh, with a 
sickening, searing agony. 

STILL holding the knife, despite the pain, Hamilton 
struck a match and lit a lamp. He noticed that there 
were red stains on the blade — blood that had dried on. 
Carefully wrapping the weapon in a heavy towel he 
placed it inside his trunk and locked the latter carefully. 
Then, pulling the nearest chair over to one of the win- 
dows, he sat up to wait for the morning. His hand 



troubled him and several times he had to get up and wash 
it to allay the terrible burning that seemed to eat into 
the very bone. Dawn came at last, and when the rest of 
the company were at breakfast, Hamilton came into the 
dining-room and told them his story. 

At first there was laughter and bantering, but there was 
the young man's injured hand and there, too, was the 
terrible knife. None could dispute such tangible evi- 
dence, and no one could explain the matter. It was both 
mysterious and terrifying. 

Hamilton's hand needed the attention of a doctor. 
And so, as he was forced to remain behind, he made up his 
mind to solve the mystery of the haunted room. 

THAT night when all was still, he crept from his bed 
at the hotel and went over to the haunted room. He 
had armed himself with a club and, standing by the door, 
waited patiently till morning came. But nothing stirred, 
and greatly disappointed, he returned to the hotel. The 
next night he again secretly visited the station room 
and again nothing happened. 

On the third night he openly announced that he was 
going to stay in the haunted room, and openly went there 
as night fell. He stood by the door, scarcely breathing, 
and waited. As the town clock tolled off the hour of mid- 
night, a faint sound came to Hamilton's ears. The mys- 
terious hand was coming back with another knife! 

Softly the door opened and Hamilton watched the 
hand appear. Dimly his eyes could make out a form 
now. Gripping his club tighter, Hamilton crept forward, 
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lifting his club, and brought it crashing down on the 
uncanny intruder. A blood-curdling shriek rent the 
silence. There was a crash and all was still. 

Hamilton lit a lamp, then returned to the body on the 
floor and lifted it to the bed. It was swathed in a dark 
cloth, and not until he had uncovered the face, did he see 
that it was the station agent. 

With a puzzled frown the young man hastened to the 
hotel, aroused the clerk and got him to call a doctor. And 
when he returned to the haunted room, a few minutes 
later, a curious crowd of townspeople, which had gathered 
with surprising rapidity, came with him. 

THE doctor soon brought the stunned man back to 
consciousness. At first he would not speak, but 
after much questioning he finally told his story. 

"I wanted to kill that man because he slept in the bed 
that belonged to my wife," he said. "I would kill anyone 
that would dare to intrude on that sacred spot. Yes," he 
added grimly, "I killed four that spent the night there 
and. hid their bodies in the walls. Ha — ye think I'm 
crazy. Well, look and you'll find that I'm telling the 
truth, for there they are." 

The townsfolk rushed out in horror to gather picks, 
axes, hatchets and even hammers — whatever they could 
lay their hands on that would suit their purpose — 
and then returned to the ill-omened room. A death- 



like silence fell upon the people as plaster and boarding 
were ripped away. 

AN audible gasp escaped from tense lips as a skeleton 
■ was brought to light, followed a moment later by 
another and still another, until all four were revealed. 

Tattered clothing still covered the bones. Rings, 
jewels and watches were untouched. Considerable sums 
of money, even, were found in the pockets of two of the 
men — proving that the maniac's words were true: that 
revenge had been the motive for the murder and not 
robbery. 

"What did I tell ye?" snarled the station agent. 
"Didn't I do a good job? They'd a had more comp'ny, 
too, in a short time if I'd been left alone." 

HAMILTON shuddered as the significance of the 
man's words came to him. The crowd was appalled 
at the fiendishness of their fellow-citizen, whom they had 
always looked upon as a rather simple-minded old man. 

He was bound hand and foot. They intended taking 
no chances with him, although he offered no resistance 
and made no effort to escape. The coroner took charge 
of the remains of the murdered men, and the station 
agent, still proclaiming his deeds loudly, was taken to 
the county jail. 

Within a year he was dead in the state insane asylum. 



Not until he had uncovered the face, 
did he see that it was the station agent 
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// Barred the Door Forever in One Lone Woman's Face 



I WAS only nine years old. Frank was about the 
same age, and Joe, his chum, was only a little older. 
It was late in the afternoon, and we were on our 
way home from school, where we 
had been kept to rehearse for 
"commencement" exercises. . Joe 
left the crowd of boys, ran ahead 
and planted himself in front of me. 

"Frank says you are his sweet- 
heart, Ellen," he said. 

Receiving no encouragement 
from me, and seeming to be as 
much concerned about the, mes- 
sage he should carry back to his 
chum as he was in what he had 
just told me, he continued solemnly after a minute: 

"Is Frank your sweetheart?" 

"No," I answered back impulsively, giving the word 
emphasis by an ac- 
companying stamp 
of the foot. 

'.'Say 'yes'," 
quickly whispered 
my eleven - year- 
old sister in my ear. 

To this day— 
and I am nearing 
forty — I have usu- 



ally done what that sister told me to, so I blushed, and 
nodded my head timidly at Joe, who ran back triumph- 
antly with the information which was to gladden Frank's 
heart and mine for many years. 



SHOULD we insist in guiding our own lives 
jl3 in our own Way? Or is happiness to be 
found in submitting to old-age ideas? 

Some have settled this question one way 
and some another. What Ellen did hosts of 
other women have done and Will continue to 
do. Whether she was wise or not we will 
leave the reader to decide. 



I^HUS began. at a very tender 
. age a romance. Through the 
early years, much help was added 
to our cause by Joe's friendship 
and loyalty to Frank. He was 
our message l>earer, our counselor, 
and the one who made our love 
run smooth. He it was who acted 
as jjeacemaker when ripples came. 
Time passed and I grew to be a 
very popular girl. I considered every boy I met my 
friend, and had many love affairs, but there was 
always that turning again to my first love, and I verily 

believed — child though I was 
— that if I didn't marry 
Frank, I would never marry 
anyone. 



"Daughter, my dear child," 

he said, "you shall not 

marry the son of a — " 
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Often I have heard older and wiser heads reason that 
children do not love. Perhaps they do not, but when I 
remember my childhood sweetheart, and the feeling I had 
for him, I am moved to lie very carefid about whom my 
own two girls are associated with during the tender years 
of childhood, because, even though it is not love, there is 
a feeling so akin to it that it may develop into love, and 
make or mar their future happiness. 

I am brought to the recollection of another joyous com- 
mencement season. It was only a few evenings before I 
should receive my High School diploma, and I was heroine 
in our class play. Frank's rival was hero in the play, and 
Frank himself, was villain and rival for my hand. 

After the play was over, Frank walked home with me 
and we were discussing the success of the ])erformance. 
He told me how hard it had l>ecn for him to play his part 
successfully, and see his rival win me. 

He said he had not minded so much at rehearsals, as 
everyone who heard us then, knew who my choice was, 
but that lx'fore that crowded house, where everyone 
cheered at the climax of the play, it had seemed too real, 
and he had felt as 
if he were actually 
giving me up be- 
fore the world. 

"But," he said, 
"I have you now, 




Frank's jealousy soon brought about 
the desired effect 



if he did get you in the play, and held my hand tightly." 

1FELT so much older that night. I had finished High 
School! And I felt so mature when Frank asked me 
to marry him. 

I promised, without a moment's hesitation, and for a 
few days I lived in the happy air-castle most girls know of, 
but few can describe. 

One day, shortly after this, Frank's mother was taken 
ill. She was<i widow, and leaned on Frank for compan- 
ionship. He in turn, was more devoted to her than boys 
usually are to their mothers, and I knew it would almost 
kill him if his mother were taken from him. 

For days, her life hung by a slender thread. My father 
was her attending physician, and I shall never forget the 
way he guarded her illness. 

Even I had little power to comfort Frank. Though he 
wanted to )>e with me as much as possible, he would sit 
for hours in silent grief. 

But his mother got well, and I have often wondered if 
it would have made any difference in our affairs if she 

had not. 



MY father began to object 
to my seeing so much of 
Frank, and finally refused to 
let me see him at all. I was 
now seventeen, and I saw no 
reason in my father's course. 
Why he should have allowed 
us, as children, to be together 
almost constantly, often teas- 
ing and encouraging us, and 
then so .suddenly to prohibit 
my seeing him at the time 
when we had grown to mean 
so much to each other, was a 
problem I could not solve. So 
I defied my father's wishes, 
and began letting Frank see 
me away from home. This 
was not unknown to Father. 
Nothing is secret in a small 
town. 

I was ambitious for a college 
education, and as Frank had 
another year in High School, 
we were contented to wait in- 
definitely before doing any- 
thing rash. We loved each 
other too much to marry be- 
fore Frank was thoroughly 
capable of taking care of a 
wife, otherwise my father's 
objections might have driven 
us to desperation. My father 
w r as delighted with the college 
idea, and began to push it all 
he could. 

However, I was determined 
in the few weeks left before I 
should go to college, that I 
woidd see as much of Frank as 
possible. Father saw I was 
determined not to abide by his 
commands, and fearing that 
even the separation would not 
have the effect he desired, he 
resorted to a means that he 
felt sure would keep me from 
marrying Frank. 

I always had a certain 
amount of fear of my father, 



and would that I could forget the day 
I am about to describe. 



Qrue Story Magazine 



He was so crushed ... I laid my 

hand on his bent head and began 

to stroke his hair 
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ONE evening, I was alone in the 
living-room reading, when Father 
walked in. I looked up, and the ex- 
pression I saw in his eyes made me 
shrink back in fear. I had been with 
Frank the evening before, and I feared 
that my father intended resorting to 
corporal punishment, in order 
to. make me obey him. I 
turned upon him defiantly, 
and clutched the arm of the 
chair for support. He l>egan 
hastily closing the doors and 
windows. I would have run 
from him, had I not been so 
paralyzed with fear. When 
he had finished making all the 
doors and windows secure, as 
though he would have liked to 
shut out even the spirits, both 
good and evil, he came so 
close to me that I could feel 
his hot breath on my face as 
he spoke to me in a hoarse 
whisper. 

"Daughter, my dear child," 
he said, "you shall not marry 
the son of a concubine !" 

My hold on the chair grew 
lax; I became limp; my head 
began to swim, and I thought 
for a moment, that I was going 
to faint. 

Father grew more calm, and I 
realized in after life that it was not 
anger that had caused the terrible 
look on his face, but grief at having to 
resort to such a method in order to separate 
me from my sweetheart. He took a seat near 
me and l>egan to talk calmly, while I stood look- 
ing at him in a dazed way. 

"My child," he said, "I consider things learned in the 
privacy of a sick room as the most sacred secrets God per- 
mits us to learn. And no power on earth, but the anxiety 
for your future, could induce me to tell such secrets." 

HE told me then that at the time of Frank's mother's 
serious illness, she had given birth to an illegitimate 
child, brought on prematurely by her own deliberate act. 

"But Frank can't be held responsible for his mother's 
sin," I defied heatedly. 

"Xo, child," he answered. "But could you permit 
yourself to be a member of such a family?" 

He went into detail then, and told me all. The injus- 
tice of it had prompted the woman to tell my father her 
story, after she got better and had to face the exi>ense of 
her illness and the burial of the*child. 

She told him that her sister's husband had aided her 
financially and that when her dead husband's investments 
failed to supply the necessary means to repay him. he had 
demanded settlement in another way. The result had 
been her condition, and alwrtion was her only means of 
hiding the disgrace from the world, and of shielding her 
children from the knowledge of the tragedy. My father 
pitied her from the bottom of his heart, still, he said, he 
could not consent to his daughter's marrying into a family 
with such a shadow hanging over it. 

THE torture I endured after that day God alone knows! 
Oh, if I could only have made Frank understand! If 




I could have told him, in defense of myself, so that he 
would have known that I was not merely untrue to him. 
Or if I could lrave made him choose between his mother ' 
and me, and take me away where I would never be re- 
minded of his mother's secret! But I could not bring 
myself to tell him and ruin his faith in her. Had we 
been older, and better fitted to face life, I might have in- 
sisted on an immediate marriage. I don't know whether 
I would have had the courage to turn him away or not. 

In the remaining few weeks before I left for college, I 
flirted shamefully with the other boys in town and Frank's 
jealousy soon brought about the desired effect. 

One night he told me he wouldn't have me going around 
with every man in town. I flared up, not so much be- 
cause I resented his being so masterful as because I was 
unhappy and nervous. 

"You're too narrow-minded for words!" I cried. And 
we were instantly in a bitter quarrel. He went home 
that night without "making up." And a few days later 
I left for college without seeing him again. 

We wrote to each other for a while, but I filled my let- 
ters with news of college boys and college affairs, leading 
him to believe that I was still unwilling to give up every- 
one else for him, and so the (Continued on page 107) 




The story of a 
woman's faith 
and devotion — 
and the reward 
it met 



/T was only a 
scrap of paper, 
but what was writ- 
ten on it meant 
everything in life to 
Sarah Jane. It is 
claimed that wom- 
en possess greater 
moral courage than 
men; if that is true 
it may be that they 
are given greater 
moral strength to 
sustain such cour- 
age. Was Sarah 
Jane wise in the 
course shepursued? 
Opinions will dif- 
fer. What do you 
say? 






Boss, so! 

)ad gum yer 
' ornery hide !" 

Jake's masculine 
voice fairly quiv- 
ered with rage, and 
the milking stool 
thwacked resound- 
ingly against Buttercup's 
sleek side. 

"What do ya mean, 
slamming around like 
that and upsettin' 
mighty near a gallon o' 
milk? I'll lam ya!" 

But a bubbling laugh close at hand interrupted the 
threatened lesson, and two soft hands slipped over Jake's 
flashing eyes. 

"Guess who?"challengeda voice that matched the laugh. 

Jake's strong hands loosened the girl's, and with one 
swift motion swung her into his arms. 

"Guess who?" he mocked, holding her close and kissing 
her, all the anger in his face changed to eager delight. 
"Think I need to guess who? Ain't I been dreaming 
about you and wanting to be close to you ever since I 
seen you last? Say, Sarie Jane " 

But the girl struggled away from him, and stood laugh- 
ing at his eagerness while she put her tumbling hair in 
order. As he watched the girlish figure before him, a 
sullenness settled over his good-looking face. 

"How'd ya get away from yer Ma and Pa?" he asked. 
"They didn't know you was coming out to see me, I bet." 
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The girl struggled away from him, and stood laughing at his eager- 
ness . . . "How'd you get away from your Pa and Ma?" he asked 

"No," laughed Sarah Jane, "I saw you drive the cows 
into the barn, so I came out to gather the eggs. But 
Jake," she came closer tq him and put her hand on his 
arm, and the expression in her sweet, upturned face 
brought his arms about her. "I wish you wouldn't feel 
that way about Ma and Pa. They'll get over feeling this 
way toward you. It's because you're a stranger around 
here, and 'cause I'm just seventeen. They're afraid we'll 
maybe want to get married right away, but I said we 
wouldn't do that for years and years." 

HE put his face down on her shining hair, so she 
failed to see the hard look that came into his eyes 
at her words. 

When Sarah Jane managed to draw away and look up 



iirue StoiyAtagazine 



47 



at him, she found only tenderness, and she was satisfied. 

When Sarah Jane returned to the house, she found her 
mother waiting for her at the door, and her heart sank at 
the thought of the tirade that would l)e sure to follow if 
her little deception about the eggs had l>een discovered. 
She knew that to her mother and father, Jake was only a 
stranger who had drifted into the neighborhood, and not 
the fascinating lover she had found him to be. She was 
greatly relieved to hear her mother say: 

"Sarie Jane, Aunt Salviny has jest had another spell 
and I must hurry over there. You 
take care of supper, and mind, Sarie 
Jane, you keep that hired man at his 
distance." 

"Oh, Ma! I wish you wouldn't call 
him a hired man." 

"Well, ain't that what he is?" 

"Ye — es, but he's not like the regu- 
lar hired man." ^Ml 

"And worse luck to him. I don't 
trust him, Sarie 
Jane." 

Having un- 
burdened her- 
self, Sarah Jane's 
mother climbed 
into the buggy, 
and with a slap 
of the lines, 
plodded out of 
the gate and 
down the road. 

TH E 
atmos- 
phere during 
supper was \ 
rather con- 
strained 
that eve- 
ning. Sarah '■■ 
J a n e w a s 
quieter than 
usual, de- 
pressed by 
her mother's *.,'*** 

exhortation; 
her father 
was tired 
from his strenuous work 
in the field, and Jake 
was sullen. 

She noticed a 
resentfully that 
father sat down 
in the kitchen 
when the meal 
was over, in- 
stead of going 
straight off to 
bed as he usu- 
ally did. 

"Aren't you tired tonight. Pa?" she asked, and then 
could have bitten out her tongue for the question. 

"I'm going to smoke awhile," her father answered. He 
tried valiantly to stay awake and do what he was firmly 
convinced was his duty with "Ma" off the job, but nature 
was too much for him. Grumbling and half asleep he 
finally made his way upstairs. 

When Sarah Jane's last shining dishes were stacked 
away, Jake came in from the back porch. 

"Come over here, Sarie Jane." he said. "There's some- 
thing I've been wanting to talk to you about fer a long 



time, and this is my chance — your Ma being away." 
She failed to notice that he had appropriated the only 
rocking chair in the kitchen, because he drew her down on 
his knee. 

1ISTEN here, little girl! I've had a fine chance that 
j I've been working for, for a long time. I've bought 
the horse and wagon that belongs to the man who's been 
peddling tinware around here, and all his stock, too." 
"Oh, goody, goody, I'm so glad." Sarah Jane clapped 

her hands. 
"N o w you 
won't have to 
be a hired man 
any more." 

"D o you 
know why I've' 
been so crazy to 
get that out- 
fit?" Jake 
looked so seri- 
ously into her 
eyes that she 
bent her head a 
little. 

"No, why?" 
"So that you 
and I could get 
married." 

At her gasp 
of protest he 
hurried on. 

"I love you, 
Sarie Jane, and 
you love me, 
and there ain't 
no sense in our 
doing without 
each other any 
longer. There's 
a nice little cot- 
tage on the 
other side of 
Ridgeville, 
about twelve 
\ miles from 
here, that I 
can rent. 
And you can 
have all the 
shiny tin 
pots and 
pans you 
want." 




It was 
a note 
tucked under a 
plate . . . She 
stood dazed . . . 
Gone! Her Jake! 



BU T 
Jake, 



what about 
Ma and 
Pa?" Sarah 
Jane's voice 
was full of 
doubt, but 
her eyes were big and shining, and her heart in a tumult. 
"Don't you worry about them a mite. We'll jest slip 
away and get married; then invite them to a big wedding 
dinner the next day, and after the first shock they'll be 
real proud of you, cooking around .with yer own things and 
doing what you please without any boss." 

"Oh, do you really think so? If I was sure — " 
"You kin be sure. That's the way they all do. And, 
sweetheart, I'll get you the prettiest dress in the hull 
store, and we'll show them whether I'm jest a hired man 
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or not." He looked at her with intense, urging eyes. 
Then while she hesitated, torn between desire and doubt* 
lie pressed home the final argument. 

"I need you, honey. I guess I have been pretty much 
of a rolling stone, but I never loved any girl before, and if 
you'll marry me I'll settle down and work hard and make 
the kind of a man I ought to be." 

"Oh, Jake dear," Sarah Jane's soft arms were around 
his neek, "I will, I will." 

"Tonight?" he whispered, his lips against her hair 

"Oh — oh, yes," she answered. 



dinner failed to materialize. Sarah 
in spite of her grief and heartache, 



THE wedding 
Jane's mot lie 
wanted to go to her little daughter, but her father was 
immovable. 

- "She's no child of mine," he stormed. "She knew wc 
didn't like 
that fellow, 
and she run 
a w a y with 
him jest to 
show u s . 
All right, 
we'll show 
her. She 
shan't 
never put 
her foot in- 
s i d e this 
house 
again." 

And the 
bitterness of 
baffled au- 
thority set- 
tled in grim 
lines in his 
face. 

Sarah 
Jane was 
rather sur- 
prised when 
she saw the 
little shack 
to w h i e h 
Jake 
brought 
her. It was 
made of pine 
boards 
standing up- 
right, a n d 
consisted of 
one large 
room and a 
smaller 
one. But 
t h e opti- 
m i s m o f 
youth saw 
great possi- 
bilities and 
they both 
meant to 
work hard 
and lie very 
happy. 

Jake went 
off on his tin 

selling trips with regularity at first. He bought her the 
pretty dress that he had promised, and she was very 
happy, scrubbing her two little rooms to shining spotless* 




ness, rejoicing in her new tinware; jjerfectly contented to 
spend her time concocting good things for Jake to eat. 

She went right on adoring him. He gave her the pet- 
ting for which her heart had craved, and which her hard- 
working mother thought she had no time to give. No 
matter how tedious the day had been, or how little there 
was in the pantry, when Jake came home and put his arms 
around her, she was happy. 

SHE was so young and so much in love that she really 
preferred the days when Jake stayed home from his 
trips, and these gradually increased until they outnum- 
bered his busy days. He said something to her about 
changing his route one day. 

"That other guy jest about cleaned up this territory 
around here. 1 reckon I'll have to try the Kingston 

Highway." 

Sarah Jane trembled and shrank back "Will we have 

. . . There stood her Jake, in another to move?" Sarah 

woman-s home, eat- Jane ask<?d 

ing another woman s ,,■.,• , 

bread Y e s , and 

that's what 
bothers me. 
There ain't a de- 
cent place that 
wc can afford to 
rent anywhere 
around. Oh, 

well," he added, 
"we'll see when 
the time comes. 
Now smile, Sarie 
Jane. I 
don't like to 
see them 
puckers on 
yer fore-, 
head." • And 
he promptly 
kissed the 
smiles back 
again. 

One eve- 
ning w hen 
he came 
home, he 
was unusu- 
ally tender. 
He helped 
her with the 
supper 
dishes, and 
t he y s a t 
long into 
the night on 
the back 
step. 

"Do you 
love me like 
you did the 
night you 
married me 
five months 
ago?" he 
asked her. 

"Oh, in- 
deed I do, 
Jake. But 
it's different. 
It's wider, I 

guess. There's so much more to love about you than 
I knew then." 

And she wondered why he \\'mced.(Conlinued on page 84) 
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TTjELIEVlNG her motherhood sun, moon 
£3 and stars to her children, Marie Hamlin 
is shocked almost to madness to discover that her 
idolized son. Max, is hating "affairs" with her 
own friend — and others. He mounds her afresh 
when he bursts into furious remonstrance at the 
bonds with- which she vainly strives to keep him 
safe in the Home-Nest. Centering her affec- 
tions in her newly married daughter, the. mother 
feathers a new Nest for her with all the posses- 
sions the bride selfishly craves. Then, after 
her husband is taken from her by death, the 
egotistic urge for youthful "liberty" impels both 
son and daughter to cruel neglect. The son 
spends his days in self-indulgence, ignoring his 
mother's loneliness. And when Marie goes 
to her daughter's home on the anniversary 
of her wedding day, starving for love 
^■^^Kfc an ^ daughterly sympathy, she is 
courteously but unmistakably shown 
to the back-door, as Suzanne's gay 
young dinner guests are arriving by 
the front I 
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JIZHILE the absent Marion Dorsey nurses 
VV her parents through illness, her husband 
succumbs to the seductions of an adventuress who 
incidentally has tricked him out of his whole 
year's income at her gaming tables. Naturally 
indignant, the young wife determines to beat the 
other woman at her own game. Taking an 
assumed name, she secures the position of prioate 
secretary to Vivian, and assists her as hostess at 
all her mad revels and gaming parties. Under the 
other woman's eyes, Marion gains genuine looe 
and offer of marriage from the one man for whom 
Vivian really cares. She induces him to open 
the safe where are kept the vampire's winnings 
from her husband and escapes with them. Con- 
fronted by Vivian, she declares her own act was 
"Lawful Larceny." The repentant husband 
acknowledges his own folly and manfully wishes 
Marion happiness. She relents; admits she has 
loved him all the lime; and gives him a new 
chance to win her respect. 
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7 'HOUGH Arthur Carlton's own 
father has denounced his son to 
Marion Hale, she marries him — to 
reform him I For a few months 
Marion's beauty and charm drown 
the wine-cup's call. Then, at a "wild 
party," before leaoing for France, 
Arthur's weaknesses crop out anew, 
and he forces his girl-wife to drink 
with him. In Paris, they <arc en- 
gulfed in the orgies of the fast set, 
whose menu is "liquor — and more 
liquor" and whose lives are attuned to 
the jazz which Arthur's father satir- 
ically declares "The National Anthem 
of Today." Inevitable wreckage re- 
sults. Marion, soul and body an- 
guished by drink, and despair, takes 
poison in her bewilderment. Arthur 
staggers out for a doctor, lurches into 
his car, and driving recklessly through 
the crowded streets, smashes against 
a taxicab, and is instantly killed. 
Nursed back to life and sanity, a new 
eisla of life, with lote beckoning, is 
opened to Marion. 
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FRETTED by long restraint in military 
service, Bastien and Segard decide to seek 
freedom and fortune in the wilds of Canada. 
Bidding adieu to Paris, they arrive at the small 
French seaport town where they are to take passage 
on the S. S. Tenacity. There they learn that their 
ship cannot sail for two or three weeks and no 
other passage is obtainable. They find temporary 
work, and anchorage in a cozy seaport inn where 
the landlady is kind, and wines warm the hearts 
that the pretty waitress, Therese, soon wins. 
While Segard confesses his ' qualms over leaving 
France and Therese, he holds his obligation to 
Bastien above his affections. Bastien has no 
such scruples. Impelled only by his hot young 
blood, he wastes no time in idealism. Propin- 
quity, secret midnight meetings with stolen 
champagne — and stolen £/'«« — lead to other 
stolen sweets, and career, duty, honor, all are cast 
to the winds! The Very night before the "Te- 
nacity" is to sail, Bastien and Therese elope, 
leaving only a careless farewell note for Segard, who 
is left crushed and disillusioned, to embark and 
face the New World alone. 
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WITH a 
shocked {.' 
astonish 



low, 
1 gasp of 
shment, 
Frank Deland released 
me from his embrace. 
My heart stood still 
Numbed and dazed, 
could only remain 
where I was, quite close 
to him, while I waited to 
see "what his outraged wife would do 

She did not leave me long in doubt. 
Advancing one step, she raised her 
clenched hands and cried: 

"You snake in the grass! You 
thief! You vampire!" 

Her fury frightened me. 
Never before had I seen any- 
one so enraged. Her face was 
ghastly white; her eyes glittered 
and she slowly opened her hands 
until the fingers were distorted like 

CI ft ws 

"Lillian!" pleaded Frank. "Don't 
blame her! She didn't do anything 
wrong!" 

As if he had not spoken, as if, indeed 
he did not ex- 
ist, his wife 
moved slowly 
toward me. 
All her body 
was trem- 
bling, and she 
repeatedly 
moistened 
her lips. 
Not once had 
she glanced 
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7'HE hand of 
circumstance forced 
the girl who tells this slory to 
fortune-telling as a livelihood. 
Deserted almost on her wedding eve 
by her husband. Desire turns lo a girl- 
hood pastime for bread and butter, and 
finds that her success in it only serves to 
bring about a tragic situation — the old 
eternal triangle. Love at first sight 
comes to her and to Frank Deland, 
husband of another, and when 
Frank Visits Desire his 
wife confronts him 



at Frank. All her pas- 
sion was concentrated 
on me; she seemed 
ready to fly at me. 

"I could, rake my 
bands down your cheeks 
and rip your face open !" 
she said huskily, still 
continuing her advance. 
"You evil thing, you! 
You promised to help me! You liar! 
You thief!" 

"Lillian," called Frank sharply. 
"Leave her alone! I told you she 
had nothing whatever to do with 
it. Why don't you let me ex- 
plain?" 

She flung him a swift darting 
glance of disdain. Then she 
threw out her arms in a wide 
gesture, and screamed: 

"I wish you would drop dead! 

I wish you would drop dead!" 

As she flung herself upon me, a 

strong hand swiftly drew me aside. 

Frank had interposed, just in time to 

rescue me from a physical onslaught 

You thief! You vampire!" Her fury 

frightened me .... As she flung herself 

upon me, a strong hand 

swiftly drew me aside 
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He raised a 
white and 
slender hand . . . 
"Madame De- 
sire." he said . . . 
"I am charmed 
at your conde- 
scension. Good 
morning!" 
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at the throat; I chafed her wrists and urged Frank to 
bring her water. 

He knelt heside me, instead. Though his face was 
grave and serious, yet his composure was complete. 

In a low voice, from which all emotion seemed to have 
been drained, he said: "Let ine take her back to her 
room." 

I watched him, noticing even then the easy 
strength with which he lifted Lillian's not incon- 
siderable weight. As if she were a sleepy child he 
raised her, gently tilting her body so that she lay 
more comfortably against his broad shoulder. 
"I will be back," he promised significantly, 
and with his burden passed out of my room. 
When, nearly an hour later, he did return, 
I had come to a decision. 



L E1 



Lillian Deland, hysterical with jealousy, had sprung for- 
ward, clawing and scratching and hissing, but her reach- 
ing fingers tore harmlessly against the sleeve of her hus- 
band's coat. 

Goaded by his interference to a fury beyond control, 
she seized his hand and thrust the fleshy part between 
her teeth, snarling as she bit him. 

My breath was coming in panting little sobs, and I 
was quivering with fear. I wanted to scream and yet 
I dared not. I could only stand helplessly and watch, 
while Frank let his bleeding hand fall to his side, and 
stood looking down at her defiantly. 

In that critical moment, when 1 was expecting her to 
turn upon me with fresh vehemence, a totally unlooked- 
for change came over her. She gave a little cry as one 
awakening from an ugly dream. I saw her take a step 
toward me, and then pause to look at me with such a 
pitiful, hopeless stare that my heart ached for her. Be- 
reft of the wild vitality which her anger had supplied! 
she sagged and tottered and clutched wildly in the air 
for support; before I could reach her side she collapsed 
in a heap to the floor. 

In my arms I pillowed her head; I loosened her waist 



EFT alone, I found myself prey to a most 
uncanny impression. Somehow I had 
the feeling I was living through familiar 
events; that all that had just occurred was 
but a repetition of something I had experi- 
enced in the distant, unknown past. I even 
felt that I could prefigure the future. Many 
times since, in moments of crisis, I have 
felt the sensation repeated. It is a psy- 
chological enigma which no one has ever 
explained to my satisfaction. 

As I thought matters over, my proper 
course of action became perfectly clear. 
I must send Frank away from me at once, 
and forever. More than a sense of duty 
was involved in that decision; my own 
heart was painfully concerned. In the 
turmoil of those reflections, I was agoniz- 
ngly aware of the fact that I was deeply, 
unreasonably in love with Frank. 
Knowing how deeply I felt, I refused 
to try to argue myself out of my love. 
Perhaps the reader has already guessed 
that I am a fatalist. To certain occult 
traditions I cling very closely, even 
though I have made them a mockery 
with my tricks. In the power of hu- 
man beings to love at first sight I have 
implicit faith. Love at first sight is to 
me a religion. It was not necessary 
for me to have known Frank; to be- 
come acquainted with his tastes, habits, 
or pursuits. I knew nothing about 
him at all, except that he was my mate and I was his. 
At once, in our first encounter on the beach, my love 
awakened like a sweet chord awakened from the strings 
of a harp. Perhaps it is because such perfect love is so 
rare that people doubt its very existence. 

J CAN relate only my personal experiences, bitter- 
sweet as they have been. In instant capitulation, 
my soul yielded up its love at Frank's approach. He 
knew that as well as I. By some intangible, psychic- 
apperception he had understood. That was why he had 
confessed his feelings so readily. 

But I would not admit to him that I loved him, nor, 
for all the joy of paradise, would I separate him from 
the woman who claimed him. He was a man, and I did 
not expect of him a willingness to sacrifice our passion. 
He would want me at any cost and this I determined 
must not be. I would keep my promise, made unwit- 
tingly to his wife. I would not be able to forget the 
look in her eyes, just before she had fallen unconscious. 
Regardless of the cost to my own happiness, I resolved 
to try to reunite them. 

Women to whom I have told this have criticized my 
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course. They have argued that a love such as ours 
would have sanctified anything. But I would not 
break my promise. 

With these thoughts in my mind, I awaited Frank's 
return. During the hour that had passed, I had re- 
gained a reasonable measure of self-control. Though 
my heart beat faster at his footsteps, I met him 
calmly. 

T did not ask him to be seated; we stood facing each 
other. 

"T AM terribly sorry," he began. "Innocent as you 
A are, I know how you have suffered. I would do 
anything to make it up to you, but I know that nothing 
can undo what has been done. But I must beg of you 
not to take it too much to heart. Lillian has gone on 
like that before. This was the first time, on my word 
of honor, that she has ever had anything like a real 
cause. I have been absolutely faithful to her. I want 
you to believe that. But she is like that. She goes 
into blind, unreasoning furies — our life has never been 
free from such scenes. But I didn't want her to think 
ill of <you!" 

"She does, though," I said. 

"She does," he admitted. "She came back to her- 
self before I had carried her to our room. She told me 
that I had been a victim of your wiles. That is the way 
with women, I guess. They think that a man will not 
be attracted to a woman any more, if he thinks he is her 
dupe. She did not blame me in the 
slightest; she pleaded with me never to 
see you again. It would be useless for 
you to see her — she would not 
listen to you!" 

"And yet I want to help her!" 
I said sadly. "All that I wish 
is to see you and her happy 
together." 

"That is impossible!" he ex- 
claimed. "Lillian and I must 
separate. It is a sin for me to 
remain with her, disliking her 
as I do. I have come here that 
you and I may talk about the 
future." 

I took a step back from him. 

THERE is no future for us 
together," I told him. 
"You must go back to your 
wife." 

"I don't love her!" he pro- 
tested. "And down in her heart 
she does not love me. I know 
that, and so does she, but she is 
too stubborn to admit it. It's 
the disgrace of a separation that 
she fears. And she's so relig- 
ious she doesn't believe in di- 
vorce. I am not trying to de- 
ceive you. I am telling you the 
sober truth. Lillian wants to 
keep me with her for pride, and 
because she thinks being mar- 
ried is the respectable thing. 
She doesn't love me, and as she 
has plenty of money she 
doesn't need me. But 
she is just so damned re- 
spectable she won't let 
me go away and be 
happy." 

1 shook my head, fight- 



ing off with difficulty a rising feeling that I wanted to 
listen to persuasion; that I did not want him to stop 
talking; that I felt happy just because he was so near. 

"No!" I told him. "I must not listen to you. Your 
wife does need you. Please don't make it more difficult 
for me. Go now!" 
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Y determination quailed at the hurt look he gave 
me. I saw how desperately he wanted me then, 
and my heart was fluttering. Only the memory of my 
promise kept my resolve firm; like a forbidding symbol 
it rose to warn me and I would not yield. 

"That is final?" he asked. 

"That is final!" 

"That is not final," he retorted. "I'll never give you 
up. We belong to each other, and you know it and I 
know' it. God made us for each other. I love you, love 
you, love you, and I'll follow you wherever you go, until- 
you come with me!" 

"Go!" I cried, through my tears. 

He held out his hand but I refused to take it. I dared 
not. Unable to speak, I pointed blindly to the door. 

He struck his palm dejectedly with his fist; then turned 
and walked slowly to the door. With his hand on the 
knob, he said: 

"Remember what I told you. You and I are going 
to be happy together. Nothing can prevent it!" 

I did not reply. As he looked at me, he did not guess 
how the tears were blinding my (Continued on page W7 ) 



"Now behave! I've got 

you covered through this 

coat-pocket with a gun . . . 

Get out of here !". . . In a 

flash, I understood. 

Ducquerel had 

done it all! 
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A Stirring Story 

of a Love That 

Even Death Could 

Not Conquer 



COME stories hold in- 
terest because they 
tell of strange scenes or 
customs in far-off lands, 
others fascinate us by 
their weird, morbid 
power. Here is a story 
that will hold you from 
the first to the last word 
by its intense human 
interest. "Maw" had 
her own system of phi- 
losophy and nobly lived 
up to it. And she 
planned so that, even 
after life had passed, 
the dead should speak- 



MAW, as everyone called her in 
tribute to her years, her gray 
hair, and the fact that she 
had been with the Golden Gate 
laundry for the past fifteen years, was 
hurrying through the superheated ironing-room to attend 
a driver in her little office, when she caught sight of a 
lovely girl in shabby attire furtively wiping rebellious 
tears from her large, blue eyes as she worked. Maw's 
heart was touched. 

"What's the matter, dearie?" 

The girl looked at the woman suspiciously, but the 
glance returned was kindness itself. 

"Everything's wrong," the girl sobbed, tears starting 
afresh. "I got fined for being late — and you know a new 
hand doesn't get very much; the forelady gave me a 
ragging because I'm not quick like the other girls, and 
my head aches, and I'm lonesome and — and I wish I was 
dead." 

"Pretty tough," Maw agreed. She knew what it was to 
lie lonesome, none knew better. A sudden feeling of 
motherliness swept over her. 

"Where do you live, dearie?" There was a world of 
36 




yearning in her tone. 
Maw's brow puck- 
ered involuntarily at 
the address given, but all she said was, 
"Come around and see me after you 
have finished; my office is the little 
room in the front. And cheer up, dear, 
we'll all be dead some day." And she 
departed, having diverted the girl's 
mind and brought a smile to her lips. 
As Maw sat at her work that afternoon her mind was 
busy with the time when she was a girl, just about the 
age of the one she had just left, with the same clear com- 
plexion and a wild, passionate desire to experience life. 
Calumny had linked her name with that of a sailor and 
her husband had cast her out; she had returned with a 
policeman, determined to assert her rights, but the man 
who had solemnly sworn to love, cherish and protect her, 
had vanished, taking with him the little girl, baby Violet, 
and the small hoard of money that she had so carefully 
and painstakingly saved. 

For years she had been tossed hither and thither, like a 
leaf on the waves, until the tide of time had cast her into 
the haven of this laundry, and now for the first time in her 
barren life her starving soul was fed by the color and 
shimmer and sheen with which she was surrounded — 
dresses of women who moved in a circle of which Mary 
Blake could only dream. It was happiness to merely look, 
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touch or hear their soft folds fall into place in the tissue- 
paper-lined boxes in which they were sent home. All the 
happiness she knew in life was gleaned from the luxuries 
of others, but they were living things to her, children of 
her care. It was her boast that she never sent out any- 
thing unless it was laundered to perfection. 

But though she found a wonderful joy in her surround- 
ings, she never got over the loneliness or the horror of the 
days when she had sought everywhere for her baby and 
found her not. Now her heart went out in a strange 
yearning to the girl who, like herself, was suffering from 
loneliness. She knew from bitter experience that one is 
never so much alone as when in a crowded city. In her 
sudden impatience it seemed to her that evening would 
never come. It did, finally, bringing the girl with it. 

"Come in, dearie," Maw cried, with a smile of welcome. 
"Sit down till I finish 
counting my slips." 



THE girl sat down, 
looking longingly 
at the long rows of 
dresses, white, gray, 
baby blue, pink, cerise 
and glorious golden 
shades. They must, 
she thought, belong to 
girls like herself! Sadly 
she glanced at the 
frayed serge dress 
she wore. She was lost 
in a reverie until Maw 
drew up a chair beside 
her. 

"My name's Mary 
Blake," said Maw ten- 
derly, taking the tired 
hands of the girl in her 
own brown, wrinkled 
ones. "We might as 
well get acquainted. | 
What's yours?" 

"Jane Marsh." 

"Have you been 
long in Los Angeles, 
dear?" 

"About a week. I 
ran away from my 
aunt and came to this 
city. She was mean 
to me, meaner than 
dirt. I worked in a 
ten cent store and she 
took all my money. 
She would only buy 
me the cheapest and 
ugliest clothes she 
could find. Look at 
them," Jane broke off, 
as she made a sweep- 
ing gesture calling at- 
tention to her ugly 
attire. "A real nice 
boy who worked in 
the same store wanted 
me to go out with 
hihi, but she wouldn't 
let me, and anyway I 
suppose he would have 
been ashamed to take 
me in the clothes I 
wore. I just had to get 
away." the girl con- 



tinued in a choking voice. "One day when she went 
marketing I smashed open the little black box where she 
kept the money and took enough to get here, and keep me 
for a while after I arrived." 

Maw was shocked. 

"But, my dear, that was stealing." 



I 



not," Jane contradicted flatly. "It was my 



T was 

money. I wasn't stealing as much as she was when 
she took it all away from me." 

Maw's logic was weak before such an argument. She 
kept silence and Jane went on fiercely: "I've always 
wanted pretty clothes like other girls, and I'm <*oing to get 
them, too, now that I can have all my pay to myself." 

Maw grasped the outstretched hands 

of the boy and gazed earnestly into 

his face . . . "Glad to meet you, 

lim. Jane has been telling 

me about you." 
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"Where's your father and mother?" Maw asked gently. 

"Dead. My mother died when I was a baby, Aunt told 
me. And one day when she was mad she told me my 
mother was a bad lot. I don't believe it, though. I remem- 
ber my father a little. He died when I was a very small 
girl. He didn't live with us, but came to see me sometimes. 
I don't think he loved me," she said musingly, "because 
he never kissed me. Aunt said my mother broke his heart." 

"Poor heart-starved lamb," sighed Maw, gently patting 
the girl's shoulder. "You're right to believe in your 
mother! There's two sides to every story and you've only 
heard one." She could understand this avid young 
creature perfectly, for she, herself, like the moth that ven- 
tures too near the flame, had singed her wings in the fires 
of youth. She 

felt a yearning He gave a gasp of admiration. ' 



great leap. An innocent girl, a sailor boy — a story that 
was the exact counterpart of her own. Wisely she made 
no comment, but, as they left the office together, she 
resolved to shield the wistful, pretty girl to whom he felt 
so strangely drawn, and aid her in her search for happiness. 



I 



tenderness 
towai i the girl 
and made a sud- 
den resolve. 



ve brought you a new lodger, Mrs. Patch," an- 
nounced Maw to her landlady, drawing Jane forward. 
"She works at the laundry." 

"That's fine," said the landlady. "Come right up, 
my dear, dinner will be ready in a few moments." She led 
the way to the tiny room across the hallway from the one 
Maw occupied. It was meagrely furnished, but clean and 
comfortable. Jane gave a sigh of relief when she saw it. 

"I'm glad 

'Gee, sweetheart, you are wonderful! 



Where did you get the clothes?" 



H' 




OW would 
you like 
to come and 
room where I 
do?" she asked 
"The house 
is clean and 
the meals 
are good. It 
is not the 
right thing 
for a girl like 
you to be 
alone in the 
sort of a 
place that 
you Hve in." 

"That will 
be fine!" 
agreed Jane 
enthusias- 
tically. She 
had taken a 
great fancy 
to her new- 
found 
friend. Her 
starved 
heart longed 
for compan- 
ionship and 
love. Impul- 
sively she 
confided the 
fact that she 
already had 
[a "steady 
fellow." One 
of the girls 
had intro- 
duced her to 

a young sailor whose 
term of enlistment would 
soon expire and then he 
intended to go into the 
garage business with his 
father. She was to go out 
with him the following 
night. She could wear a 
long ulster one of the girls would lend her and that would 
hide her ugly dress. 

Maw's heart stood still for a moment, then gave a 



you brought me 
here," she said 
simply but 
gratefully. "I 
hated that 
other place, but 
I didn't know 
where else to 

go." 

"You're all 
right now," said 
Maw, putting 
the willow suit- 
case that they 
had brought 
from her former 
room beside the 
wash-stand and 
smoothing with 
loving touch 
the lovely hair 
of the girl, hair 
so like what her 
own had been. 
"Wash up and 
rest a bit and 
then we'll go 
down to dinner. 
If you're not 
going out we 
can have a 
good talk 
before you 
go to bed. 
You know 
where my 
room is . 
Come to me 
whenever 
you want to." 

FOR the next 
few days 
Maw was so 
busy that she 
had no chance 
to talk to the 
girl she had be- 
friended. Even at 
night she could not 
see her, for over- 
time kept her until 
a late hour and when 
she got home Jane 
had retired. Wed- 
nesday night, however, she got in at the right hour and, 
knocking at the door of her protegee's room and re- 
ceiving the invitation to enter, found Jane garbed in her 



/ 
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shabby working dress with other clothes littered around 
her. 

"Why, my dear, what are you doing?" she exclaimed in 
surprise. 

'Ugh." Jane exclaimed with a gesture of 
disgust, throwing the clothes from her, "I was 
trying to find something fit to wear, and 
there's nothing but a heap of junk. Pay day, 
the first thing I do will be to get something 
worth wearing." 

"That's sensible," Maw agreed. 
"If you like I'll go with you. And 
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Dropping on her 
knees beside the 
still form, Jane 
prayed . . 
"Dear 
God. make 
me worthy 
of the 
great love 
she had 
for me." 



now I'd better go to bed. Tomorrow will be another busy 
day." 

As she moved toward the chair her eyes fell on an old- 
fashioned cabinet photograph of an elderly man, bald at 
the temples, in an ill-fitting, ready-made suit. He was 
seated beside a small, spindle-legged table, his right hand 
clumsily grasping a book. At his left a slender girl clad 
in a stiff white muslin, which, though it bore the earmarks 
of a homemade garment of a fashion twenty years pre- 
vious, could not wholly conceal the graceful form of the 
wearer. The dark, soft hair was piled high and was sur- 
mounted by a large bow of white ribbon. Her hand lay 
awkwardly on the man's shoulder. 

MAW picked up the picture, staring at the youthful 
image of herself, her throat contracting. In that 
little space of time she lived over the past, the coarse, 
brutal past. She was again the timid, shrinking girl in her 
cheap white muslin dress, standing beside her husband, a 
man old enough to have been her father. There was a 
slight quaver in her voice despite her desperate efforts at 
self-control as she inquired: 

"Who are they?" 

"My father and mother." 

It seemed to Maw that she had known it all the time — 
that she must have known it all the time. After what 
seemed an eternity she found her voice : 

"You are the very image of your mother, dear. I don't 
helieve a woman could be bad with such a sweet face." 

"Of course she wasn't," the girl asserted sturdily, and 
the child's loyalty was infinitely grateful to the stricken 
heart of the mother. "Aunt hated her, that was why she 
said that. You know, she continued confidentially, "Jane 
Marsh is not my real name. Mother christened me Violet. 
Aunt would not tell me what the last name was. Marsh 
was my Aunt's name. She said no one could go through 
the world and keep straight with such a name as Violet, so 
she changed it." 

"Poor lonesome child, poor abused baby," cooed Maw, 
all th<> love of her starved heart rushing out to this forlorn 



child' of hers. She sent up a silent prayer that the time 
might not be long when she could tell the truth and poui 
out for her daughter all the love and care she had been 
deprived of these long years. 

AS her hand rested on the girl's shoulder the latter 
. seized it and pressed her soft cheek to the work- 
roughened palm, saying: "You've been so good to me. 
I'm so glad I met you.'.' Maw stooped and kissed her, 
holding Jane's head to her heart, and it seemed as if the 
years rolled away, and she could see once more the downy, 
dark head of her baby on her breast. 

"Dear little Violet/' the woman murmured uncon- 
sciously, then she added hastily. "I'll call you Violet 
sometimes, it's so much nicer than the other; besides, it's 
the name your mother gave you." 

"I'm glad you will," the girl replied. "I always hated 
Jane. Wait a minute," she cried suddenly, springing from 
the bed. "I want to show you something." Opening the 
bureau drawer she brought out a picture of a boy in a 
sailor's uniform, his fine, frank eyes full of hope and hap- 
piness as they rested on Jane standing beside him. 

"That's Jim," she confided shyly. "He wants me to 
marry him. He has only one more trip to make and he 
wants me to marry him before he goes. He is afraid I'll 
marry someone else while he is away. Of course, I love 
him too dearly to ever do that. But (Continued on page 68) 
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She Finds Forgiveness that is Divine and 
a Haven Where She Feared to Find Hate 



ENJOYING the 
perfect peace 
■and complete 
happiness which I 

never dreamed would be mine, I will stop a moment to 
offer the Thce Story Magazine the true facts which 
form my life's story. Although the past seems like a 
nightmare, I must acknowledge it was all too true. 

I was orphaned in my early childhood and thrust upon 
an only aunt who had three daughters of her own to 
clothe and feed. Consequently, I was the last to be con- 
sidered in such matters as clothing and education. But 
nature had been kind and blessed me with a pretty face, a 
profusion of wavy hair and a graceful form which caused 
no small amount of envy and jealousy on the part of my 
cousins. I realized I was under 
obligations in that home, so pre- 
tended not to notice the numerous 
slights and cutting remarks. But 
oh, how I hungered for love and 
human kindness. 

When, at the age of eighteen, I 
suddenly announced my intention 
to start in training to be a nurse, 
I met with no objections on the 
part of my relatives. 



I 



to 



was 



you 



I SHALL not dwell upon the 
early part of my training. The 
hours were long, the tasks many 
and unpleasant. I shall never for- 
get the happy day when I dis- 
carded the garb of blue and 
donned the spotless white. At 
last I was a regular nurse ready to 
assume full charge of suffering 
humanity, instead of merely hurry- 
ing for glasses of water and arrang- 
ing and carrying trays. 

My first was a maternity case, 
and it was my first experience, too, 
in seeing real, true love mani- 
fested. I shall always remember 

the agonized expression on the face of that young husband 
as his little wife suffered the tortures of childbirth. He 
did not for a moment leave her„side; and after their son 
was born, we were compelled to use force to make him 
leave her so that she might have her much needed rest. 
Oh, the tender, loving words he spoke to her — unashamed 
to bare his heart while doctor and nurses were present. 
And so this was love! I could think of little else for days 
after save that great love I had seen. How heavenly it 
would be to have such a love come into my own life. Oh, 
how I longed and hungered for such sincere devotion. 

My next patient was a business man, a Mr. Curtis. 
He had been seriously injured in a collision of autos, but 
being a healthy man he was soon on the road to recovery 
and permitted to have callers without limit. 

One evening, when I had left him to chat with a gentle- 
man who had called to see him, I was surprised to see his 
signal light flashing for me. I hurried in, however, to learn 
" what the summons indicated. Imagine my surprise upon 
being introduced to Mr. J. Ensel, wealthy automobile 
dealer, at his own request. 

The following days I received all the flowers and confec- 
tions my little room would hold. Then came invitations to 
ride in wonderful motor cars whenever I had leisure hours, 
oo 



COULD any .woman fail 
love a man as I now love my 
husband — a man so big and noble?" 
asks Mrs. Ensel. It has been Well 
said that "the greatest battlefield is 
a woman's heart." Here We are 
privileged to be eye-witnesses to 
such a warfare that runs the scale 
of human emotions. The crisis 
thai came into the life of the writer 
met in a noble way. Would 
have had the strength of will 
that this woman possessed? 



I could hardly realize 
it was I, and frequently 
pinched myself to see 
if I were awake. 
Mr. Curtis, my patient, informed me that Mr. Ensel 
was a very powerful man and usually came into possession 
of whatever he had a strong desire for.* He had everything 
necessary to a man's happiness, he t6ld me, with the 
exception of a wife. He had often made the remark he 
would never enter the state of matrimony until he found a 
woman he considered beautiful enough to grace his home — 
one whom he would be proud to present to his moneyed 
friends, and who would cause envy and admiring words 
and glances. Hardly did I think he would find in me, 
little, insignificant me, those qualifications. 

But he proposed in a very short 
time, and, eventually, we were 
married. I was strangely, wildly 
happy to think that I — a poor 
little nurse— could be the Mrs 
John Ensel. 

Oh. the beautiful clothes and 
jewels John showered upon me 
He granted my every wish that 
money could grant. The new 
sights, social events and the con 
stant meeting of new and wonder 
f ul people held me spellbound, and 
for a long time there was nothing 
lacking. But gradually I awakened 
I realized that everything was 
mine except that which I had 
always longed for — love. And 
how my warm nature craved it! 
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JOHN was kind, courteous and 
considerate at all times, but of 
affection he lavished none. 

Many were the nights I longed 
to curl up on his lap, muss up his 
hair and have him make a fuss 
over me. But I reached the bitter 
realization that he had married me 
for my appearance and grace alone, and not because he 
loved me for myself. I bore it and had to smile and pretend 
to be the contented wife, although my heart ached inces- 
santly. 

Matters went on so for a time, and then John became 
aware of the fact that I was discontented. He called me 
ungrateful and remarked that he could not see what more 
I desired — and I was afraid to confess. 

When the war came, I was glad of the opportunity it 
offered. 

I WAS thoroughly tired of being the wife of convenience. 
I was so desperate I cared not what I did. So one night 
I packed a few belongings, travelled a short distance, and 
next morning offered my services to my country as a nurse - 

After a few months of service in various camps, I was 
sent "Over There." No one knows how much better I 
felt knowing I could be used to a better advantage than 
merely to show my pretty face. 

Just after the fierce battle of the Argonne, a young 
sergeant, seriously wounded, was brought into the tent I 
had charge of. He required my undivided attention, 
and as life slowly came back into his almost dead body, he 
would reach for my hand and (Continued on page 89 ) 
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MY parentage was of the best in the small city in 
the Middle West where I was born, and, being 
an only child, I was permitted to do nearly as I 
wished. Oftentimes, this being granted, I was sorry for 
my wilfulness. My parents gave me lessons in singing and 
dancing, and, being quite proficient in these arts, I 
wanted to go on the stage. But my parents would not 
give me my own way in this. My dear mother was taken 
from me when I 'was seventeen, so with no- other com- 
panion but my father, whom I saw evenings only, my 
longings for the stage increased. To help things along, a 
traveling stock company came to town and played in one 
of the theatres. I went to all the performances. And 




I I/HAT is 
W better, 
tame submis- 
sion to life as 
it is lived, or 
surging rebel- 
lion and a fixed 
determination 
to make one's 
own life con- 
form to one's 
own desires? 

Into this 
woman's life 
came the hour 
when she felt 
she had to 
mab,e her 
choice. The 
consequences 
were certainly 
thrilling. 




When night came ... I hastened away, my mind filled with 
thoughts of the future, when I should return as a prima donna 
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on the last day of the company's engagement, I deter- 
mined to call on the manager and ask for a position. I 
was ushered into his office where I stated my wishes, 
while his eyes roved over my face and figure. He inquired 
if I had ever appeared before the public, and upon my 
negative reply, asked why I had come to him. 

I KNEW I was rather pretty and, of course, his admir- 
ing glances pleased my vanity. I told him I could 
sing and dance very well, and hoped he could find a place 
for me in the company. After a pause, he asked my 
reason for wishing to leave my home, and fearing if he 
knew the truth that he would refuse to take me, I sa'd 
that I was an orphan and must earn my own living. 
When I left, it was with the understanding that I should 
meet the rest of the troupe at the railroad station at mid- 
night with my baggage. My stage costumes were to be 
provided by my employer. 

Elated with my success, I hurried home to prepare 
for my departure. As I entered the house, my father 
met me in the vestibule and, noticing my sparkling eyes, 
inquired the cause. I told him of my intentions, and 
that I already had an engagement; also, I said that I 
was leaving that night. 

He flew into a rage and grasped my wrist, saying that 
no child of his should disgrace his name by becoming 
an actress. Despite my struggles, he led me to my 
room, where he released me. 

"God forgive me for what I am about to do," he said, 
"but you shall remain locked in your room until you get 
that silly notion out of your head." 

"Despite all my entreaties, he put me from him 
62 



Red was saying : 

'That lets you out. 

Jim. It's between 

Bill and me now. Want 

to bet I don't get her?" . . . 

These men were playing a game 

with me for the stake! 

and left me, locking the door behind him. 
I threw myself on the bed and gave 
way to tears. The outburst subsided as a way of escape 
presented itself to my mind. Outside my window a vine 
twined about a trellis, and with little effort I could 
descend to the ground below. When night came I did 
this and with one last backward look, I hastened away, 
my mind filled with thoughts of the future, when I 
should return as a prima donna and receive my father's 
forgiveness. 

COULD I have but looked into that future, I would 
have thought twice before disobeying my father. 
Although nearly twenty years have passed since that 
night, I have never seen my home again, and my heart- 
broken father has passed into the Great Beyond. I never 
saw him on this earth again. 

Therefore, this story is being written in the hope that 
other misguided, headstrong girls may profit by my 
experiences. 

The long evening dragged as I paced the depot plat- 
form awaiting the other members of the troupe. Twelve 
o'clock came at last and with it my future associates. As 
soon as the manager discovered my presence, he beckoned 
for me to approach the group and I was introduced to 
newcomers. ■ 

Our train having been announced, we were soon seated 
in a day coach which was to be our quarters on our long 
jump into the Dakotas. None of the pictured luxuries of 
a Pullman car for us. In spite of my endeavor to secure 
a seat by myself, I was unable to do so, and was com- 
pelled to sit with the manager. For a while he drew 
alluring pictures of the future and all that it held for me; 
but after awhile the unaccustomed lateness of the hour, 
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added to the motion of the swaying train, had its effect, 
and my head began to nod. Placing his arm around my 
shoulders, he drew me toward him. Although this made 
me indignant, I was too sleepy to resist and fell asleep 
with my head on his shoulder. 

DUSK was falling when we arrived at our destination, 
and after a supper in a dingy restaurant, we 
wended our way to the hotel. The male members of the 
company disappeared through the door leading to the 
bar, while most of the girls retired to their rooms for a 
night's rest. We were paired off and I found my room- 
mate to be a talkative, tired-looking girl of about twenty- 
five, who plied me with questions. However, all things 
have an end, and. soon she had elicited all the information 
I could give her. As we made preparations for bed and I 
had removed my outer skirt, her eyes sparkled with ad- 
miration. 

"Gee, girlie, you sure have got some shape. You'll 
show up great in tights." 

Was it possible that I had to wear tights? I couldn't 
appear in public without my skirts and I told her so. 

"Say," she said, "you must think you're going to play 
prima-donna parts!" She then told me that as a member 
of the chorus, I would not be able to shirk my share of the 
Amazon March, which at that time was a big feature 
with traveling opera troupes. Possibly with the intention 
of putting me at my ease, she added, "What's the mat- 
ter, sister, there ain't nothing to be afraid of, we all 
wear 'em. But you just wait till the old man lamps you 
in 'em. I wouldn't wonder if I lost my new roommate." 

I REALIZED that I had gone too far to back down 
now, so swallowing my pride, I crawled into bed 
without answering her. I kept turning over and over in 
my mind what she had said concerning the manager and 
about losing my company; but I could not see her 
meaning. You must understand I was new to the world. 
All night long I tossed and 
twisted as I pictured my- 
self in tights exposed to 
the view of men, and 
it seemed as though 
I should be un- 
able to keep 
my con- 
tract. 




However, the next evening found me dressed in a pair 
of sticky, slimy-feeling, flesh-colored tights, which ap- 
peared in my eyes to be my naked flesh every time I 
glanced downward. I was terribly shocked, but some- 
how I managed to get through the performance. 

The curtain had fallen upon the last strains of the 
Amazon March and the girls were hurrying to their 
dressing-rooms to change costumes for the opening of the 
last act. As I left the stage, I ran into the manager who 
had evidently been awaiting my departure. As I 
attempted to pass him, he placed his arm familiarly 
around my waist, while a light appeared in his eyes which 
frightened me. Despite my struggles, I was drawn close 
to him and he pressed fiery kisses upon my face and bosom. 
With a superhuman effort, I at last managed to escape 
from his embrace, but not before he had hoarsely whis- 
pered, "You're some baby, all right, and it's your shoes in 
my trunk from now on." 

Then I awoke. My companion's meaning became 
clear as the gist of his words penetrated my senses. I re- 
solved that I would never be his prey, and I never was. 
The two of us held a long discussion in the hotel parlor 
after the performance that night — and in the end I won. 

FOR more than six months we traveled, our route 
taking us into the then newly opened territory of 
Saskatchewan. One Saturday night, at the close of the 
performance, we learned to our dismay that our manager 
had taken the box-office receipts and, in company with a 
recently acquired member of the chorus, had disappeared, 
leaving us stranded. 

Picture, if you can, our plight. No work, no money, 

hundreds of miles 
from home, 
among strangers, 
mostly men, in a 
veritable wilder- 
ness. In those 
days, the good- 
sized cities of to- 
day were merely 
small camps. The 
greater part of 
the females in the 
camp were of the 
dance - hall spe- 
cies, and although 
a few of the set- 
tlers had their 

"You poor little girl 
... I sure did hand 
you a rotten deal . . . 
Before 1 go, I want 
the priest to give 
you the right to my 
name" 



. . •■•■'•. 



64 



urue Story Magazine 



"My darling, you'll be 
my wife." he said . . . 
After a feeble at- 
tempt to convince 
him that I was 
not a fit woman 
... I gave 
him the 
answer he 
desired 



wives with them, for the most part they were shameless 
wantons who made their headquarters in gaming and 
drinking dens. 

Imagine my sensations when the bad news reached my 
ears, to find myself in surroundings like these, alone. I do 
not know what became of the male members of the 
troupe, but a number of the girls secured positions in the 
largest and most pretentious den of iniquity — while 
others, myself among them, wandered in other directions 
in search of assistance. By this time, I was completely 
disillusioned; all I desired was to return to my home 
town and receive Dad's forgiveness. 

But, man proposes and the devil disposes! 

The proprietor of a large cafe was kind and upon hear- 
ing my story permitted me to wash dishes in return for 
a generous meal. He had no other work to offer me, so 
with a heavy heart I continued on my way. 

What should I do? As I paused to ponder the gleam 
of the railroad track caught my eye. I decided to follow 
the steel rib- 
bons until they 
led me to some 
point where I 
might either 
obtain work or 
a lift on my 
homeward 
way. Without 
taking into 
consideration 
the advisabil- 
ity of such a 
move, I at once 
put the 
thought into 
action, and 
soon the town 
was left be- 
hind. I had 
started at mid- 
day and I must 
have traveled 
at least twelve 
or fifteen miles, 
when the), 
shades of twi- 
light began to 
appear as the 
sun sank be- 
hind a distant 
mountain. 

Must I 
spend the 
night outdoors 
alone? In my 
haste to be on 
my way I had 
not given 
a thought to 
such matters. 
Supposing 
some wild ani- 
m a 1 with 
which the 
country 
abounded, 
should spring 
upon me as I 
slept? Then 
the realization 
of my position burst upon me, and throwing myself on 
the ground, I cried bitterly. Not for long, however, as a 
large rocky formation nearby attracted my attention 




and I hurried to the top to look for a place of refuge. A 
few hundred feet back from the railroad, I could see the 
roof of some sort of building and I ran there as fast as I 
could. 

The cabin, for such it proved to be, was deserted 
although its interior was furnished and the larder well 
stocked. I found a lamp which I lighted; and then went 
outside to discover if the rays of the light had attracted 
the cabin's owner. The only sounds which fell upon my 
ears were the calls of night-birds. I was so hungry that I 
immediately proceeded to prepare supper. After a 
hearty meal I washed the dishes, and, taking the lamp, 
I went into one of the bedrooms, of vhich there were two. 

WHETHER because of the shelter or the warm 
supper which I had eaten, my spirits seemed to 
revive and I actually hummed the tune of a popular song 
as I removed my clothing in preparation for bed. I had 
found a man's clean flannel shirt nnd in this improvised 

nightgown, I was 
soon attired, to dis- 
cover that it did not 
reach my knees by 
several inches. After 
prayer, I extin- 
guished the light 
and climbed into 
bed. I must have 
fallen asleep at once, 
for when I awoke, 
the sun was shining 
in my .eyes. For a 
few minutes I could 
not remember where 
I was — then, as my 
eyes fell upon the 
fdeeves of the flannel 
shirt, every- 
thing became 
clear. 

My feet were 
so badly swol- 
len from the 
unaccustomed 
walking that I 
was unable to 
put on my 
boots, so I 
went bare- 
footed. After 
breakfast, I 
wandered to- 
ward a small 
body of water 
which I had 
seen the pre- 
vious night. 
My aching feet 
were soon in 
the cool water and 
after paddling around 
for a little while, my 
feet were much re- 
freshed. Beturningto 
the cabin, I was now 
able to put my boots 
on again. The fore- 
noon passed without 
the appearance of 
anyone and I won- 
dered what the reason for the apparent desertion of such 
a nice place could be. I had no means of i telling time, 
but as I became hungry (Continued on page 99) 
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WHEN I went to 
the door, I ex- 
pected to find 
the porter calling for 
my baggage; I was sur- 
prised beyond expression 
when I was confronted by two guns and ordered to 
throw up my hands. 

"Hands up!" repeated the two burly fellows. 

"What's the idea?" I inquired. "Why this Wild West 
stuff of hands up?" 

"Come on, come on," they grunted, "get 'em up, get 
'em up!" 

"Who are you, and what do you want?" I asked. 

"Who are we?" They both laughed. "Don't you 
know who we are?" 

"No, I don't, never saw you 
before." 

"Well," they continued, "we're 
from the detective bureau; the 
chief — wants to see you." 

"What does he want to see me 
for?" 

They laughed again. 

"What's he want to see you 
for? Why, somebody told him 
you stole a lead pencil with two 
rubbers on it." 

"What are you trying to do, 
kid me?" I shot back at them. 

"Kid you?" they queried. "No, 
no, we never try to kid high class 
bank burglars, it would be a waste 
of time." 

That statement almost knocked 
me off my feet. I knew that 
further stalling on my part would 
be a joke; they were wise to me 
and I had to resort to other 
methods, but I thought I would 



Digging Into the Heart and Soul of a 
Professional Crook- Details of His Hair- 
Raising Adventures Fascinatingly Presented 




" 'T*HE watering tank is 
* to the dusty knight of 
the road Just what the railroad 
station is to the passenger. The 
I hoboes congregate around it, smok- 
" ing pipes and cigarettes and relating 
their adventures. 'Dusty Willie' 
will tell' Hungry Joe' and 'Handout 
Shorty' that this house is good for 
rolls and coffee, the other for ham 
and eggs, while such and such a resi- 
dence will want them to cut a cord 
of wood for bread and jam. The 
watering tank, is the hoboes' board 
of trade, where means and methods 
of livelihood are discussed and 
confidences exchanged.' 




"Right-o, Jack," they 
replied. 

"Do you have to take 
me? Have you got so 
much money that you 
can't possibly use a little 
more if you had it? Can't we get together and fix this 
matter up between the three of us?" 

"Well, Jack," one of them answered, "that all depends 
on what your idea of fixing is." 

"How about five thousand each? Does that appeal 
to you?" 

"Fine and dandy; let's see the color of your dough." 
I went to the trunk to get the money. Suddenly there 
came three or four impatient raps on my door; the 
knocker, whoever he was, knocked 
on the door as though he were 
anxious to get in in a hurry. Right 
away I thought it was Ford re- 
turning to take me to Blooming- 
ton as he had promised to do 
earlier in the day. "If it is he," I 
thought, "there is going to be 
some shooting, sure." Ford would 
never stand a "pinch." The 
Illinois State Prison had an awful 
reputation in the underworld as 
a torture chamber, a five-year 
"bit" (term) there was equal to 
ten in any other "stir" (prison). 

The two "dicks" also scented 
trouble. One of them looked at 
me and said: 

"No gun plays, Jack. I'm 

going to plug you first, if there is." 

They tip-toed noiselessly to the 

door with their guns in their 

hands ready for action. 



shoot just one more question at 
them to see how well they knew me. Detectives some- 
times try to make it appear that they know crooks 
whom they never saw before. 

"Bank burglars, what do you mean?" I asked them. 
"I don't get you." 

"Ha, ha!" they both roared. "Ha, ha! Don't get us, 
eh? But you knew how to get all that dough out of the 
Harmond Bank, didn't you, Jack Grey?" 

THAT was the knock-out blow for me and I had 
to smile. 

"Come on, Jack," they continued, "cut the bulling." 

"Will you have a drink, now that we are acquainted?" 
I asked them. 

"Sure," they replied. 

"How about a bottle of Mumm's, will that suit you?" 

"Mumm's?" they exclaimed. 

"Yes," I answered. "Mumm's." Beer was their 
speed; a bottle of Mumm's — champagne — was a rare 
treat for a "dick." I 'phoned to send a bottle to my 
suite. 

After they had had a couple of drinks I got down to 
business with them. 

"Well, fellows," I said, "if I get you right, you want 
me for the Harmond bank robbery." 



A 



MILLION thoughts were 
running through my mind 
and I had a "hunch" that we were going to have some 
fireworks within a few seconds. 

If it were Ford I knew that he would be heavily armed. 
He was never without his forty-four — he had it with him 
day and night. He was not what one would call a 
desperado, but he didn't believe in calmly submitting to 
an arrest every time a "dick" said "put up your hands." 
He would take any kind of a chance where he thought 
he had an even break for life and liberty. He was a game 
fellow clean through to the core, absolutely fearless, and 
he hated a "dick" worse than the so-called proverbial 
devil hates holy water. 

When the "dicks" reached the door, they put their 
ears to it and listened attentively for a moment or two. 
Bang, bang, bang, came the knocks again. They opened 
the door quickly and stepped back with their guns drawn. 
I got the shock of my life. It was Porter and the Chief 
of Detectives. I was relieved. 

"Hello, Chief," exclaimed the two "dicks." 

"Howdy, boys," answered the Chief. "Howdy, how's 
everything?" 

Porter must have been talking to the Chief about me 
for he came over to where I was standing, grabbed my 
hand and said: 

"Hello, Grey, old boy, glad to meet you. Seen your 
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mug in the gallery many times, but never had the 
pleasure of meeting you before." 

"No, Chief," I answered, "we've 
This is my first visit to Chicago 
and it's liable to be the last." 



never met before. 
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PORTER then addressed me, 
saying: 

"Jack, the chief has got us dead 
to rights on the Harmond Bank 
job, but is willing to turn deaf, 
dumb and blind for forty-five 
'grand.' Are you willing to be 
shaken down for your bit of forty- 
five thousand dollars?" 

"Am I willing to give up a third 
of the forty-five 'grand' for my 
liberty, is that what you mean, 
Eddie?" 

"That's the proposition exactly." 

"Tickled to death to do it," I 
said. " 'Phone for Jimmy." 

"Give me forty-five thousand," 
said the chief, "and I'll square the 
entire affair. You'll never be 
bothered as long as I am chief of 
detectives." 

When Jimmy arrived, we each 
fifteen 



CANNOT 



horror-stricken! What blood- 
thirsty, murderous fiends those 
negroes Were! Human life meant 
absolutely nothing to them, they 
slaughtered right and left! Some 
of the sights I saw that night, 
blood-red tragedies, are indelibly 
engraved upon my mind and I 
shudder now as I write them. I 
wish I could forget, but I can't, 
try as I may. They flash across 
the horizon of my memory like 
grim spectres of the night." 



I hadn't been in Bridgeton in two years, therefore I 
naturally expected to find the same old bank, in the same 
old building, with the same old safe and vault. It never 
occurred to me that the Dela- 
warians had done many new 
things since my last visit. As I 
stepped off the train the first thing 
I saw was a brand-new bank 
building right behind the railroad 
station. 



was stunned, 
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put up fifteen thousand dollars 
and handed it to the chief. He in turn gave his two sub- 
ordinates five "grand" apiece; the deal was closed and 
the robbery of the Harmond National Bank was relegated 
to the file of unsolved crimes. From my suite in the hotel 
the chief 'phoned the various Chicago newspapers that 
the tip he had received relative to Jack Grey being one 
of the Harmond Bank burglars was all wrong. 

I ordered more champagne, for the "dicks," and we 
then drank and celebrated well into the "wee sma' " 
hours. Shortly before daybreak, the chief drove us out 
to one of the suburban stations on the Michigan 
Central, where we caught a train for Detroit. 

WHILE we were glad to give up forty-five thousand 
dollars to the crooked chief of detectives, neverthe- 
less, it upset all our plans. Spring was here; robbing 
banks in the summer months, when the nights are short 
and people sleep with their windows open and are easily 
disturbed, is a dangerous undertaking. It had been our 
intention to take the proceeds of the Harmond job for a 
trip to Europe where we proposed spending the summer. 
The forty-five thousand dollar "shake-down" destroyed 
all our European dreams. We had to go out and bur- 
glarize another bank to get funds sufficient to defray the 
expenses of that trip. 

We grabbed a "rattler" and beat it for Wilmington, 
Delaware. I knew where there was a bank on the 
Delaware peninsula that could be "knocked off." We 
didn't expect to get a very big bundle of dough, because 
the bank was not an extremely prosperous one and we 
only picked it out for the reason that it was dead easy to 
rob and was in the heart of the berry country, which at 
that particular time swarmed with tramps and hoboes 
picking berries. We could go and operate amidst the 
tramps and make our getaway without arousing sus- 
picion. It was the only bank we knew that could be 
robbed at that time of the year. 

Bridgeton was the name of the town, fifty miles from 
Wilmington on the Delaware Division Railroad. No 
night watchman, no burglar alarms, no protective 
methods of any kind. The safe and the vault were of the 
year of Noah and the Ark; two "shots" would be re- 
quired, one on the vault and one — no more than two — 
on the safe — a pipe job if there ever was one. 



1 BROKE the news to Porter 
and Ford as gently as pos- 
sible. We were disappointed. 
Well, before we decided what 
should be done, we would first 
ascertain what kind of a safe and 
vault it had on the inside. If they 
were up-to-date we would have 
to pass the job up. We certainly 
couldn't blast open a time-locker 
in the dead of summer; twenty or 
thirty explosions on a summer's 
night would be out of the ques- 
tion. We couldn't possibly do it 
and get away with it. Detection 
would be inevitable. 

We were in a predicament if the 
bank had a time-locker in it. 
We decided to wait until midnight before we did any 
reconnoitering. About three o'clock that afternoon. 
Porter and I were in the town barber shop getting a shave 
and a hair cut when a rather distinguished-looking 
elderly gentleman came in. 

"Howdy, Cap'n George," exclaimed the barber. 
"Hello, Howard." 

"Cap'n," continued the barber, "that's a mighty fine 
bank building yo 'all's got now. Certainly looks good." 

"Yes," replied Cap'n George, who was the cashier of 
the bank, "it's a nice home, and we sure needed it. The 
other was a disgrace to the town." 

"When yo'all gwine move in de new buildin'?" 
"Tomorrow. We are moving the money today, but 
the new time-lock safe won't get here until tomorrow." 
I nearly fell out of the barber's chair, my heart throb- 
bing with joy. My, oh my! but this was certainly good 
news. I looked at Porter in the next chair and smiled. 



WE left the shop and looked up Ford. "We've got 
good news for you, Jimmy," we said. Then we 
told him what we had heard. He grinned. 

"No safe, all the dough in the vault, one shot, just ten 
minutes' work and the cash of the Bridgeton National 
Bank will be ours!" he cried. "Ye gods, such luck!" 

"Well," Porter said. "If we get fifteen thousand it 
will be enough, with what we have, to finance our trip 
to Europe." 

I remarked that I thought we would get at least that 
much. I was hoping that we would, for I wanted to hand 
"Mom" at least five thousand before I went abroad to 
put down on the home upon which I had already paid 
ten thousand. 

About one-thirty in the morning we started for the 
bank. When we got within fifteen or twenty yards of it 
we saw the outline of something on the steps. We 
stopped and tried to distinguish who and what it was. 

"Surely it isn't a 'dick'," Porter exclaimed. 

"No night 'dick' in a burg like this," answered Ford. 

"Let's go on," I said; "we'll soon find out who it is; 
get out your gats." 

Up to the bank steps we went, and there lay a drunken 
negro snoring. We woke him, tied his hands and feet, 
stuck a gag in his mouth, carried (Continued on page 102) 
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"ET me picture her for you," said a 
friend of mine the other day — a 
woman known for her excellent 
taste in dress. "Her name? Margaret 
Simpson. Age, 26 or 27. Hair, black as 
midnight. Smooth, dark skin. Clear, 
brown eyes. Lips, very deep red. Fig- 
ure, rather slender, but well-formed. 
Nose—" 

"But you call her the girl who doesn't 
know she is a brunette," I interrupted. 
"Surely she must know when she looks 
into the mirror — with such black hair 
and dark skin!" 

"When she looks into the mirror — yes. 
But when it conies to selecting her 
clothes — emphatically no! For all the 
discrimination she shows, she must think 
she's a titian blonde. She has absolutely 
no eye for color. 

"The result is that no matter how 
much she spends on her clothes, she 
never seems to be becomingly dressed. 
And no one has the courage to tell her 
why. 

"It's surprising how few women really 
know what colors are best suited for 
their particular type of beauty. 

"Of course, every woman knows, in a 
general way, that a fair, blonde girl or 
woman can wear most shades of blue, 
including delph, turquoise and peacock, 
and that garnet red and burgundy 
usually look well on brunettes. 

"But do you know there are four 
kinds of brunettes — and that the color 
that may look well on one will not look 
even passing well on another? 

"There's the pale brunette, the blonde 
brunette (or in-between type) , the olive 
brunette, and the florid brunette. 

"Then there's the fair blonde and the 
titian blonde and the fair-skinned ma- 
ture woman. All might come under the 
general heading of blonde, yet not all 
can wear the same colors. And color is 
the first thing you see in any garment. 
You see it before you notice the lines or 
even the material." 

"But where did you learn all this?" 
I asked interestedly. 

"From the most wonderful book for 
women that I have ever read. It is 
called 'The Secrets of Distinctive Dress,' 
and it was written by Mary Brooks 
Picken, one of the greatest authorities 
on dress in America. 

"This book shows how the clothing a 
woman wears, and the way she wears it, 
make a greater difference than mere 
facial beauty possibly can. I don't mean 
that one must wear expensive dresses, 
suits and hats. Quite the contrary ! 

"But the fascinating woman's great- 
est charm is generally to be found in 
her skillful use of the principles of 
artistic design and color harmony. She 
knows and takes advantage of every 
little touch, every change of line, every 




secret of personal attractiveness to bet- 
ter express her individuality and make 
her appear at her very best — always! 

"If you want to make the most of 
yourself — in your home, in business and 
in society, get this book ! Read it, study 
it, keep it in your room right on your 
dressing table for constant reference! 
It is a gold mine of invaluable ideas for 
every woman and girl !" 



Wouldn't You Like 
to Know— 

How to acquire a winning personality? 
How to express your individuality in dress? 
How to always appear at your best? 
What colors bring out your best features? 
Whether you should dress your hair high 
or low? 

How to make yourself appear taller or 
shorter? 

How to attract friends? 

How to make yourself appear more slender? 

How to acquire a graceful carriage? 

What kind of clothes make you seem 
younger ? 

How to dress appropriately for all oc- 
casions? 

What colors harmonize perfectly in a 
costume? 

How to develop poise? 

What you should do to counteract defects 

in your personal appearance? 
What kind of corset will give you graceful 

lines and yet be entirely comfortable? 
How to observe the fundamental laws of 

beauty and good health? 

How to bring out the beauty of your eyes, 
hair, etc.? 




SO that very day I sent for "The 
Secrets of Distinctive Dress," be- 
cause I saw what it would mean to me. 
When it came, a few days later, I found 
it so fascinating that I could scarcely 
put it down. And it is so practical and 
helpful that I want every woman and 
girl who is reading this magazine today 
to know about it. 

With the knowledge this book imparts 
so clearly, so concisely and completely, 
any woman or girl, no matter where she 
lives, can learn the fundamental prin- 
ciples of compelling admiration, attract- 
ing friends and developing a charming 
personality. 

"The Secrets of Distinctive Dress" 
holds a message for you. If you have 
been specially favored with natural 
grace and beauty of feature, this book 
will show you how to enhance your at- 
tractiveness. Or if you feel that yoji 
are "plain looking," if you have some 
little defects of figure, feature or com- 
plexion, if you realize that you do not 
make friends as rapidly as you should, 
if you are inclined to be backward, ill-at- 
ease in company and less popular than 
you would like to be, you can learn from 
"The Secrets of Distinctive Dress" just 
how to overcome these handicaps. 

This book can mean so much in help- 
ing every woman and girl to appear at- 
tractive, that the publishers want to 
make it as easy as possible for you to 
see and examine it in your own home 
— without obligation to keep it unless 
you want to. 

So this special offer is being made to 
the readers of this magazine: — 

Just fill out the coupon printed be- 
low and mail it with $3 to the Woman's 
Institute, Dept. 290-E, Scranton, Pa. 
"The Secrets of Distinctive Dress" will 
come speeding to you by return mail. 
If you do not find it worth many times 
the price, you may return it within five 
days and your money will be promptly 
refunded. 

When the secrets of attractive, dis- 
tinctive dress and charming personality 
are so easily within your reach, can you 
afford to go another day without them? 



TEAR OUT HERE 

WOMAN'S INSTITUTE 
Dept. 290-E, Scranton, Penna. 

I am enclosing $3, for which please 
send me, all charges prepaid, a copy of 
"The Secrets of Distinctive Dress." It 
is understood that if I desire to return 
the book within five days you will re- 
fund my money. 



Name 

\ ['lease specify whether Mrs. or Miss) 

Street 

Address 

City State 
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I — I do want to marry him. I could stay 
here and keep on working until he comes 
back. He will have enough money then to 
go to housekeeping, and I'd love to have a 
home of my own." The blue eyes became 
almost black at the thought of the happi- 
ness in store. 

They talked far into the night. And 
when Maw was in bed, at last, her pillow 
was wet with tears of thanksgiving that 
her own had come back to her. 

*TpHE next evening as Maw climbed the 
» steps of the boarding-house, she found 
her daughter standing there with her 
sailor sweetheart. 

"This is Jim Burton, Mrs. Blake. The 
boy I told you about." 

Maw grasped the outstretched hands of 
the boy and gazed earnestly into his face. 
If looks were any index of character, he 
was clean, honest and true. Her heart 
leaped for joy. 

"Glad to meet you, Jim. Jane has been 
telling me about you. I'm sure if you 
care for each other you will be perfectly 
happy." 

"Of course we'll be happy," he replied 
with the confidence of youth. "I can take 
care of her right! I was never a rounder 
like so many in the navy. I saved my 
money, and when I come back Father is 
going to take me into the garage business 
with him. No more laundry drudgery for 
Jane after that. We'll be married before I 
leave for this last trip." 

"That's a splendid plan!" Maw agreed 
enthusiastically. "I wish you both all 
the happiness in the world." Then, tact- 
fully realizing their desire to be alone, she 
smiled brightly and went on into the 
house. 

As Jane stepped out of the laundry the 
next day at noon, Jim was waiting for her. 

"Girlie," he cried anxiously, "orders 
have come and we are to leave tonight. 
But I have the license and we can be 
married this evening, as soon as you get 
off work. I have to be on board by ten. 
I'll have a minister and we can have a nice 
little dinner before I go. Now be sure and 
meet me." 

"But, Jim," she blurted, almost carried 
off her feet, "I have nothing fit to wear." 

"Never mind," he said boyishly, "we'll 
fix all that afterwards." And giving her 
arm an affectionate squeeze he darted 
down the street. 

She was so excited she could hardly eat 
and hurried back to tell Maw the unex- 
pected news. But Mary Blake was out. 
The girl lingered in the office a few min- 
utes, and involuntarily her gaze fell on the 
lovely dresses waiting to be wrapped and 
sent out. But Maw did not come, and as 
the gong rang then, the girl hurried back 
to work. 

HPHE afternoon dragged by with leaden 
■*■ wings. And when the gong knelled 
the end of labor for the day, Jane sped to 
Maw's office and rushed in, only to find 
Maw absent again. She had evidently 
been at work as one dress was all that 
was left of the long row that had been 
there at noon. The box stood by waiting 
for this one. 



The Dead Speaketh 

(Continued from page 5&) 

It was a lovely blue silk, caught here 
and there with rosettes of deeper blue 
ribbons. She picked it up longingly and 
held it out, then measured it against her- 
self. It was about the right fit. A 
thought came to her! Could she? Dare 
she? She put it away feverishly. But it 
came again and again, each time with 
more compelling power, until, at last, she 
tossed the dress in the box awaiting it, 
clasped it under her arm, sped down a 
narrow passage and rushed into the 
street by a side door. If she could only 
get dressed and get out of the house 
before Maw came in, she would manage 
somehow to get the dress back. Reaching 
her room she pulled off the hated ugly 
garments that had been a part of herself 
all her life. 

The dress fitted wonderfully well, as 
did the hose and the dainty slippers. She 
held out her arms and surveyed herself 
in the cracked glass with a swift intake of 
admiration. Then flinging a shabby cloak 
over the costly finery, she hurried to the 
meeting place. 

SHE was early, but Jim was already 
there; he hailed a taxi and in a short 
time they were at the house of the min- 
ister. 

"It's all right, dear, don't be nervous," 
he said, reassuringly, and sensing her per- 
turbation, put his arm about her to com- 
fort her. He drew off the cape and then 
gave a gasp of admiration. 

"Gee, sweetheart, you are wonderful! 
Where did you get the clothes?" 

"Do you like them?" she asked in a 
pleased tone, ignoring the question. 

"They make you look like a queen, 
dear," Jim replied fervently, arranging a 
tendril of hair that had fallen over her 
cheek, and stooping to place a kiss where 
the stray curl had been. 

Just then the maid appeared and asked 
them to step into the study. There they 
found the minister and his wife awaiting 
them. The woman's faded eyes lighted 
up as they fell on Jane, who made a 
charming picture as she stood beside her 
brown-eyed sailor in his new uniform. 

In a few minutes the ceremony was 
over. To Jane it seemed as though it had 
all been a dream, and she gazed tenderly 
down at the shining little band on her 
finger that assured her of its reality. 
The taxi which had waited for them 
whirled them back to the house. 

"I must leave you now, dear," said 
Jim, as they walked up the steps. "I just 
have time to reach the ship." 

"Oh, Jim," she cried, and there was 
real agony in her tones, "it is dreadful to 
have you go so soon." 

"I know, sweetheart," the boy replied, 
"but think how wonderful it will be just 
a month from now, when I get back — ■ 
every day together and a home of our 
very own. Leave the laundry as soon as 
they will let you and stay with Mrs. Blake 
till I get back. I wish she could have been 
with us this evening," he concluded with 
rare thoughtf ulness. 

"I wish so too," Jane replied fervently, 
"but I couldn't find her anywhere 
today." 



^X7"HILE the wedding was in progress, 
7 " a far different scene was transpiring 
at the laundry. Maw had been called out 
to the northern end of the town where a 
delivery car had caught fire from an ex- 
plosion of gasoline in the tank, destroying 
half the stock and injuring most of the 
rest. No sooner had she returned than a 
chauffeur had called for the gown that 
Jane had temporarily appropriated. 

Maw searched high and low for it, then 
notified the proprietor of the missing 
garments. 

"Have you any idea who took it," he 
demanded heatedly. "Does any one hang 
around here?" 

The color ebbed from Maw's flushed 
face as she instantly thought of her 
daughter, her baby. She must be care- 
ful that no suspicion be directed against 
her. Her reply was evasive: 

"If it's gone I don't know who took it. 
No one comes in here unless they have 
business." 

"That dress will cost a mint if we have 
to pay for it," Samuelson growled. "We'll 
have to get someone else to look into this." 
And, picking up a telephone, he called a 
well-known detective agency. "They're 
sending a couple of men in," he said in a 
satisfied tone, as he hung up the receiver. 

TURNING the corner near home an 
hour later, Maw beheld her little girl 
— as she always thought of her — clad in 
the blue silk dress and accessories that 
she had thought stolen. And Jim was 
holding her at arm's length, gazing rap- 
turously at her. 

"Good-by, little wife," the latter cried, 
"take good care of yourself. I'll write 
every day." 

He was answered by a half-choked sob 
from Jane. 

In a flash Maw realized the truth — 
they had just been married, the dress — 
why, of course, that was it. She saw the 
boy jump into the waiting taxi and Jane 
dragging wearily up the steps into the 
boarding-house. 

That night Maw tip-toed softly into 
Jane's room. The light from a nearby 
street lamp fell on the girl as she lay 
asleep, her dusky hair falling loosely over 
the pillow and covering the slender 
shoulders. Her left hand lay outside the 
covers, and gleaming on the third finger 
was a narrow golden band. 

"May God bless you and keep you free 
from harm," murmured the mother. Her 
heart ached fiercely to gather the girl to 
her breast and tell her who it was that 
held her, but first she must save her from 
the consequences of her folly. Seeing the 
clothes she hastily thrust them into the 
box, scribbled a note telling Jane that 
she knew all and by all means to be 
silent, no matter what the developments 
were, and then hurried back to her own 
room with the box. 

WHEN morning came she telephoned 
to Samuelson that she was too sick 
to go to work. When all had gone to 
work she secured an ironing-board and 
an electric iron from the kitchen and 
(Continued on page 70) 
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Send only $1.00 with coupon for this 
beautiful real silk Canton Crepe dress, 
just like ladies are wearing in Paris and 
New York. It comes on approval. Send 
coupon NOW. 

Ribbon^ Trimmed 

This charming little dress is made of genuine Silk Canton 
Crepe, the most stylish material and best-wearing material of 
today. This model has the new stylish hip panels, trimmed 
with short ribbon strips— a modish note repeated on the elbow 
sleeves. Charming rounded neck. Broad girdle of self material 
laid in graceful folds. Every woman needs one dress like this 
in her wardrobe— easy to slip off and on, and dressy enough for 
the most formal occasions. It does not wrinkle or muss easily 
and wears like iron. The prettiest, most practical, and stylish 
dress you could have. Colors: black, navy blue and henna. 
Sizes 34 to44. Misses 16 to 20. Give bust, belt, hip, and length 
measurements. 

Order by No. S-31. Send $1.00 with the coupon, 
$4.45 a month. Total price, $27.50. 

Six Months 
to Pay 

Only $1.00 with coupon brings this dress. You may pay balance 
in small monthly sums. You take no risk. Your dollar back 
instantly if you are not delighted with the dress. Only a 
limited number at this price. Learn to buy the Elmer Richards 
way as thousands do, and pay in sums so small that you will 
never miss the money. Send for this pretty dress today. 



Send Coupon! 



Send coupon with $1.00 P. O. order or dollar bill today. Money 
back if you are not delighted when dress comes. No C. O. D. 
charges to pay. 



Elmer Richards Co. 
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Chicago 



Elmer Richards Co. 

Deptl985 West 35th Street, Chicago 

I enclose $1.00. Send genuine s':lk Canton Crepe dress No. S-31 

Bust Belt Hip Length Color 

If I am not satisfied with the dress I can return it and get my dollar back. 
Otherwise I will pay special price, $27.50. on your terms of $1.00 with the 
coupon, balance $4.45 monthly. No C. O. D. charges to pay . 
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went to work on the dress. By eleven 
o'clock the dainty gown, as beautiful as 
ever, was once more in the box, tissue- 
paper neatly folded again over the con- 
tents and the cover securely tied down. 
Maw decided that she would make her 
appearance at the laundry during Sa- 
muelson's lunch hour. Satisfied, she ran 
down to the kitchen, brewed a cup of 
tea and made some toast, for she had 
eaten no breakfast and was feeling fam- 
ished now that the work was done. 

When she returned, the two detectives 
were standing in her room, with the box 
open and the dress lying exposed to view. 
The elder of the two displayed his shield 
and said: 

"Mrs. Blake, I think the chief wants to 
see you." 

Meanwhile Jane was enduring untold 
mental agony. She had found the note 
that morning and noticed the absence of 
the precious box. She decided to obey 
the command, as there was not much of 
anything else she could do. 

A rush of work kept her from looking 
into Maw's office during the morning. 
That afternoon a rumor spread like wild- 
fire through the laundry: Maw had been 
arrested for stealing a dress. When Jane 
heard this a feeling of deadly illness over- 
came her, and she would have fallen had 
not one of the girls supported her. She 
notified the forelady that she would have 
to lay off and, almost before the latter 
could give her assent, Jane was gone. 

She arrived in the court-room just as 
the judge was attempting to find the rea- 
son for the theft. Maw's sphynx-like ex- 
pression revealed nothing; her only reply 
was, "I've nothing to say." Suddenly the 
judge lost patience and snapped out: 
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{Continued from page C8) 
"Twelve months. Next case." 
As Maw, with ghastly white face but 
firm, unfaltering lips was led away, Jane 
inquired of an attendant: 

"When can I visit the prisoner?" 
"Sunday afternoon," was the gruff 
reply. 

Jane decided when she saw Maw Sun- 
day she would insist that she be allowed 
to tell Samuelson the identity of the real 
thief. She felt sure Jim would stand by 
her; he was loyalty itself. 

PUNCTUALLY at two o'clock Sunday 
afternoon, Jane entered the jail. She 
was ushered into the matron's room. A 
hard-featured woman was seated at a 
desk. Her features softened as she 
glanced at the card of admission Jane 
tendered her. 

"You're her daughter, aren't you?" she 
queried. "She kept talking about her 
girl all last night — she, well, she was 
taken sudden — heart, you know. She 
told me to tell you when you came, always 
to believe that your mother was good; 
that she prayed for Violet and asked God 
to make her happy." 

Jane caught at the table for support. 

"She — she isn't dead?" she gasped. 

The matron nodded. 

"Come with me," she said. 

The horror-stricken girl followed the 
matron into a small mortuary chapel 
where, through the mist of tears that 
blinded her, she could see the shadowy' 
outline of the mother she had never 
known, the woman who had sacrificed so 
much for her. The tired lines were gone 
from her face; the white lips wore a smile 
of ineffable peace. 

"Heart failure," said the matron. 



"The doctor said the excitement of the 
trial brought it on, but it would have 
come sooner or later, anyway. Before the 
end came she got me to write a check for 
you — it's her savings, and was to go to 
you with her bank book. She said she 
would like to have you bury a picture of 
yourself with her." 

JANE gazed at the calm, tender face, 
now cold in death. Then as she 
stooped and kissed the lips that had been 
so hungry for just such a caress, a sense of 
comfort stole over her. Her heart was 
filled with love for the woman whose 
sacrifice had purchased her happiness. 
Her mother! What a thrill there was in 
the word. The dear, loving mother 
whom she had always longed for, and 
never known. 

Jane would gladly have confessed her 
sin, but in her inmost heart she knew that 
her mother, who had bidden her be silent, 
would prefer that she heed the injunction. 
To do otherwise would have made the 
sacred sacrifice a useless thing. Jimmy 
must never know what had happened. In 
that moment the past with all its sordid- 
ness was blotted out forever and the 
future stretched before her like a rosy 
dawn. 

Dropping on her knees beside the still 
form, Jane prayed as the tears coursed 
down her face : 

"Dear God, make me worthy of the 
great love she had for me." And it 
seemed to her overwrought nerves as if a 
gentle hand were laid on her head in 
blessing. She arose, comforted, and 
turning to the matron said, "I will make 
arrangements for the funeral at once, and I 
thank you for what you have done for her." 
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to the office, and left as soon as dinner, 
had been served. He did not return for 
two days. Margaret, tormented with a 
thousand fears, sought him once more 
through the police department, and found 
him in one of the lowest "dives" in the 
city, almost unconscious from drink. 
He refused to leave the place until an 
officer dragged him outside; and when 
he saw Margaret waiting for him, he 
broke into a tirade of abuse. She was 
embarrassed and humiliated, dismayed 
at his condition. She fled to the shelter 
of her home and there sobbed out her 
heart at the side of the little bed that 
cradled her tiny baby daughter. 

ANOTHER day brought the once more 
• penitent husband home. He begged 
forgiveness, and Margaret, hopeful still, 
granted it. He said that Betty's visit 
had caused it all; that Margaret's affec- 
tion for her chum had unnerved him; that 
the thought of losing his happiness and 
her love had made him desperate, and he 
had sought to forget his troubles by 
drinking. 

Margaret forgave him, but his partners 
refused to. They asked for his resigna- 
tion, and his business affairs had become 
so involved that even the "dream home" 



had to be sacrificed before things were 
adjusted. 

They moved to another city, a small, 
aristocratic Southern town, which they 
chose because it had been "dry" for over 
a year; and there, they believed, Tom 
would be entirely free from temptation 
and able to start all over again. 

Two years passed. Life had become a 
succession of happy days. Another baby 
came. They were all well and Tom was 
prosperous. He was a devoted husband 
and a proud father. 

It was then that I met Margaret, and 
our friendship soon became a very warm 
one. And, as she told me her "story" 
on that winter night, I could scarcely 
reconcile the husband I knew with the 
man she confessed he had been. 

' ■ 'HE summer after the last l>aby came. 
■*■ the clouds again lowered over Marga- 
ret's domestic happiness. Tom came home 
one night later than usual. He dropped 
into a chair, and seemed completely ex- 
hausted. Anxiously, Margaret bent over 
him, then drew back in alarm, for on his 
breath she detected the odor of whiskey. 

"Tom!" she exclaimed, "you have been 
drinking." 

"No, no," he assured her. "I dropped 



in to see one of the men at the club on 
my way home and drank some lemonade. 
I did not know it was 'spiked' until I 
had drunk a glass of it. That was all." 

The explanation satisfied the unsus- 
pecting wife, and she thought no more 
of it. But the next night Tom did not 
come home from the office, and when 
two of his friends escorted him to the 
house the following day, he was sick and 
helpless — so drunk that he could not 
recognize his wife and babies who were 
waiting for him. 

Margaret put him to bed, nursed him 
tenderly through the "sobering up" pro- 
cess, and watched over him constantly, 
with never a look or word of reproach. 

BUT, unlike the penitent husband of 
former days, he resented her atten- 
tions. His guilty conscience made him 
cruel. As soon as he was able to walk, 
he left the house and went to one of the 
popular clubs of which he was a member, 
and continued to drink until he was 
taken home once more and placed under 
the care of a doctor. 

I don't know yet how Margaret lived 
through the months that followed. She 
was proud and hurt and embarrassed, 
and gradually drew away from all her 
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friends but me. As her confidante, I 
shared her sorrow with her, and I know- 
that her life was just one nightmare after 
another. Finally I tried to persuade her 
to give him up, divorce him. 

She refused to listen to me. 

"If I left Tom he would soon drink 
himself to death," she continued. "Be- 
sides, I am going to give my babies the 
best home life I can. I could not do 
that and be the bread winner of the 
family, too. So for their sakes, and for 
his sake, I shall stay with Tom as long 
as it is possible." 

Things went from bad to worse. Tom 
was rarely ever entirely sober and his 
health was rapidly failing. 

AT the crisis he suddenly decided to 
■*"*■ go to New Orleans, where he had 
some wealthy and influential friends who 
had promised to back him. So they 
moved to the large city and once more 
Margaret became hopeful that the new 
surroundings and the responsibility of 
the new work would restore his equi- 
librium. But her hopes were short-lived. 
He drank incessantly the first month, 
sometimes staying away from home three 
and four days at a time. His friends 
soon became disgusted with him, for he 
was utterly unreliable. Their bank ac- 
count dwindled, and at last Margaret 
was ready to give up in despair. 

He had been gone a week. No one 
at the office knew where he was. Mar- 
garet, for the sake of the children, tried 
to keep smiling, but her heart was 
broken, and her own nerves all but shat- 
tered with worry and anxiety. At last 
a telephone message — Tom was ill — in 
the Charity Hospital! 

There she found him, in a ward with 
dope fiends and other dregs of humanity, 
only a shadow of the man she had prom- 
ised to love and honor. His head was 
bandaged and he was semi-delirious. 
He had been there two days, the hospital 
attendants told her, and had just regained 
consciousness that morning long enough 
to tell them who he was. He had been 
struck by a street car. and had been 
badly hurt. He was drunk and had 
been brought to the hospital in the 
charity ambulance. 

rY\RK days and darker nights followed 
when the man's life hung in the 
balance and his mind seemed entirely 
gone. 

Then the clouds lifted and once more 
Tom came home. 

"Margaret," lie said, "I don't deserve 
your forgiveness. I haven't the nerve 
to ask it. But I am going to earn it. I 
shall never drink another drop as long 
as I live. The few seconds that I re- 
mained conscious after the street car hit 
me, I thought I was dying. I suppose 
I was suffering physical pain, but I do 
not remember it. I remember only the 
mental pain when I saw your sad face 
before me and knew that I would never 
be able to atone for the heartache I had 
caused you. That taught me my lesson. 
I shall never forget it." 

Five years have passed. Tom has 
kept his vow. He is once more firmly 
established as a successful man. He has 
regained hu health. And once more there 
is a "driam home." Cupid lias won his 
suit "".gainst John Barleycorn. 




Ask Us Now 

This test will delight you 



Again we offer, and urge you to accept, 
this new teeth-cleaning method. 

Millions now employ it. Leading den- 
tists, nearly all the world over, are urging 
its adoption. The results are visible in 
whiter teeth wherever you look today. 

Bring them to your people. 

The war on film 

Dental science has declared a war on 
film. That is the cause of most tooth 
troubles. And brushing methods of the 
past did not effectively combat it. 

Film is that viscous coat you feel. It 
clings to teeth, enters crevices and stays. 
Then night and day it may do serious 
damage. 

Film absorbs stains, making the teeth 
look dingy. It is the basis of tartar. It 
holds food substance which ferments and 
forms acid. It holds the acid in contact 
with the teeth to cause decay. 

Millions of germs breed in it. They, with 
tartar, are the chief cause of pyorrhea. 
Very few people have escaped the troubles 
caused by film. 

Two film combatants 

Now two combatants have been found. 
Many careful tests have proved their 
efficiency. 

A new-day tooth paste has been created, 
and these two film combatants are em- 
bodied in it. The paste is called Pepsodent. 

Now every time you brush your teeth 



you can fight those film-coats in these 
effective ways. 

Also starch and acids 

Another tooth enemy is starch. It also 
clings to teeth, and in fermenting it forms 
acids. 

To fight it Nature puts a starch digestant 
in saliva. She also puts alkalis there to 
neutralize the acids. 

Pepsodent multiplies the salivary flow. 
It multiplies the starch digestant in the 
saliva. It multiplies the alkalis. Thus 
these teeth protecting forces, twice a day, 
are much increased. 

They must be done 

These things must be done. Teeth with 
film or starch or acids are not white or 
clean or safe. You know yourself, no 
doubt, that old tooth-brushing methods 
are inadequate. 

See what the new way does. 

Make this pleasant ten-day test and 
watch your teeth improve. 

A few days will tell 

Send the coupon for a 10-Day Tube. 
Note how clean the teeth feel after using. 
Mark the absence of the viscous film. See 
how teeth whiten as the film-coats disap- 
pear. 

Do this now. The effects will delight you 
and lead to constant delights. To all in 
your home they may bring new beauty, new 
protection for the teeth. 




The New-Day Dentifrice 

The scientific film combatant, which 
brings five desired effects. Approved by 
modern authorities and now advised by 
leading dentists everywhere. All druggists 
supply the large tubes. 



1 0-Day Tube Free 
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THE PEPSODENT COMPANY 

Dept. 850. 1104 S. Wabash Ave.. Chicago, 111. 

Mail 10-Day Tube of Pepsodent to 



Only one tube to a family 
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"At Last— a Real Job 
and Real Money!" 

"And if only I had started earlier, I 
could have had them five years ago. I didn't 
realize at first what spare-time study would 
do for a man. Taking up that I. C. S. 
course marked the real beginning of my 
success. In three months I received my first 
promotion. But I kept right on studying 
and I've been, climbing ever since." 

Every mail brings letters from some of 
the two million students of the International 
Correspondence Schools telling of advance- 
ments and increased salaries won through 
spare-time study. These advancements are 
in every branch of business : — salesmanship, 
advertising, accounting, business manage- 
ment, etc. It is good to remember that the 
I. C. S. has enrolled more students in its 
commercial courses than any* other corre- 
spondence school in the world. 

How much longer are you going to wait 
before taking the step that is bound to 
bring you more money? Isn't it better to 
start now than to wait five years and then 
realize what the delay has cost you ? 

One hour after supper each night spent 
with the I. C. S. in the quiet of your own 
home will prepare you for the position you 
want in the work you like best. 

Yes, it will! Put it up to us to prove it. 
Without cost, without obligation, just mark 
and mail this coupon. 

TEAR OUT HERE 

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
Box 6280-E Scranton, Pa. 

Without, cost or obligation, please explain how I ran 
qualify for the position, or in the subject before which I 
have marked an X in the list below: 



3 Salesmanship 
DBuslness Management 
•^Advertising 

Business Correspondent 

Illustrating 

Bookkeeper 
3 Stenographer and Typist 



□ Traffic Manager 

□ Higher Accounting 
D Civil Service 

□ Railway Mail Clerk 
□Good English 

□ Better Letters 
□French 



Name .... 

Street 

Address 

City State 

Occupation 

Persons residing in Canada should send this coupon to the 

International Correspondence Schools Canadian, 
Limited* Montreal, Canada 



YOU NEED A WATCH 

Wherever you go SQ.85 

This neat and rich looking beauty Cr i 

This beautiful high grade Gold F. Lady's 
Watch, handsome Octagon shape, jew- 
elled and adjusted. 20 year case guaran- 
teed, sells at stores for 520.00. The Gold 
F. Bracelet is flexible and 
will fit any wrist. The 
Watch and Bracelet arc packed 
in a handsome Hilk ami velvet 
lined caae. Order it now while 
«ur stocks laata. 
Money Back Guarantee. If 
you arc not fully satisfied. 
return after » d»1 » and we will 
re i una your money. 
Send No Money. Just send 
your name and aririn-sx, and 
you will pay p««tmiin SK.85 on 
arrival of Watch anil Bracelet. 
14 Karat Solid White Gold 
Watch, Oct or .ii or Tunenoj 
shape, with ribbon and 14 k. 
claxpB — $14.75 

~ * - - NEW YORK SALES CO. 

Dcpt. C-20 157 E. 104 St., New York, N. Y. 
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go away with him to begin your bridal 
trip in that condition." 

He thumped his elbows on the arm of 
his chair and held his poor worried head 
in his ltands and shook it in a sort of 
hopeless admission of his inability to 
grapple with the situation. At heart I 
was as worried as he, for to Vera's child- 
ish point of view he had added that of a 
grown man, a man of affairs. I wanted 
to quit, just quit the whole business there, 
and tell Dad I wasn't going away with a 
drunken husband. But as 1 pictured it, 
I thought of the scandal, and the ridicule 
that would come to me and mine if I did, 
and I just threw a bluff. 

"Never mind, Dad," I said cheerfully. 
"You don't understand, and I love you 
for not understanding. But it'll be all 
right. And you look for tliat check by 
return mail tomorrow. Good-by, now; 
I must hurry, or we'll be found out." 

*TpHEN I skipped, and meeting Benny 
* in the hall, near the side entry, piloted 
him down the steps. 

I shoved him into the passenger's seat 
in the front of his high-powered car, while 
I took the wheel. I wasn't going to take 
any chances with Benny's driving in this 
state. He liad taken too much cham- 
pagne to resent it. Our train was made 
up when wc reached Grand Central Sta- 
tion, and presently, with the help of an 
understanding porter, we were settled in 
our drawing-room. 

The dulling effects of the liquor had 
now worn off and he was simply very 
bright — scintillating — and affectionate. 

"Well, old girl," he exclaimed, thrust- 
ing his hands into his pockets, and 
swelling his chest, "that was some wed- 
ding party. By Jove, that's the way 
all weddings ought to be — joy, rapture, 
and fun — wine, women and song. I 
guess we showed them a thing or two." 

He stopped, eyeing me with a compla- 
cent smile, which I could only return with 
a flash of my eyes tliat he failed to com- 
prehend. 

"And, by the great horn spoon," he 
cried, "it's some spiffy little bride I've 
carried off." 

He stepped forward in joyous enthusi- 
asm to sweep, me into his arms; but I 
stopped him by the simple means of put- 
ting out a hand suddenly and shoving 
hard against his chest, which sent him 
in dumb amazement back against the 
door. 

"Why, Kitty, wliat the — ! " he ex- 
claimed, and as I still had not found 
words to express the tumult of ideas 
within me, he went on, "What's the 
idea?" and then as if the situation were 
merely a repetition of one that liad oc- 
curred several times that evening. "You 
know you've got to kiss the groom, Kitty. 
Everybody kisses the groom, even the 
bride — ha! ha! that's a good one — even 
the bride! ha! ha!" 

I tried to thrust him away again, but 
I could not seem to find the words to 
accompany my gesture, and his dilated 
eyes were unable to interpret the ex- 
pression on my face. He caught my 
hand this time, and snatched me toward 



him with a merry laugh. It was all a 
joyful romp to him. 

U*OR a moment I thought of humoring 
■T him. But even as I was yielding to 
him, I had a mental vision of Vera's 
blue eyes, marred with tears of disap- 
pointment; and the picture of tliat sweet, 
clean young girl's shattered dream, steeled 
me against all yielding. I struck suddenly 
and liard with the heel of my free hand. 
catching Benny full on the mouth ami 
sending him sprawling ludicrously on the 
floor. 

He sprang to his feet. Ids face suddenly 
white, and rage born of shame flaring in 
his eyes. 

"Look here!" he cried through gritted 
teeth, advancing a deliberate step toward 
me, "if you think you can — " 

But at last I liad found my tongue. 

"Stop!" I said with all the vehemence 
I could put into a low voice. "Benny, 
you can't kiss me while you're drunk. 
Do you hear? You're disgustingly drunk. 
, You've been kissing all the maids in the 
house, and you've done other things you 
ought to be ashamed of. Now listen to 
me. You get out of here and find some- 
where else to sleep. We'll talk tomor- 
row." 

TPHE white anger ebbed from his face, 
■*■ and a crimson flush crept in to take 
its place. He dropped his eyes from mine, 
and I saw him bite his lip. Then he 
turned to the door. 

"All right, Kitty," he said, "I'm sorry. 
I didn't know. I guess I liad more than 
I thought. Good-night." And he went 
out. 

Already my heart began to ache for 
him, and I wanted to call him back. 
But I didn't. Instead I bolted the door, 
and wearily began to undress, the picture 
of Vera's tear-streaming eyes hovering 
before me, and strengthening me to put 
through what I liad started. 

I spent the greater part of the night 
alternating between remorse at my hard- 
heartcdness, and renewed resolution some- 
how to win back to some sort of approach 
to Vera's clean young view of what it 
meant to be married. 

It was awfully hard the next morning 
to unlock that door and step out into the 
car. When I thought what I would have 
done in his place, and how I would feel 
toward the person, just married to me. 
who sent me away for doing things no 
worse than I had done lots of times lx-- 
fore. I began to wonder if I should find 
Benny on board that train at all. 

T> I'T he was there all right, sitting by a 
•*-* window, reading a newspaper just as 
if nothing had happened. The seat oppo- 
site him was not taken, so I dropped 
quietly down in it, just as he looked up. 
'On his face was the queerest mixture of 
doubt, distress, remorse, question, and 
eagerness to make up, tliat I had ever 
seen. But all of a sudden I didn't want 
to talk about it all. I didn't know how 
to begin, and somehow I knew it was up 
to me. Benny was plainly waiting for me. 
{Continued on page 74) 
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A True Story of a Girl Who 
Wanted to Sing 

HOW well I remember that first sad a 

letter she wrote me. It told of her I 
ambition to be a great singer — an fl 
ambition that was gradually being stifled 
byher loneliness,herpoverty,and the H 

seeming hopelessness of her struggle. ,^ u 

Yet through it all there was still a 
note of determination — a pluck that 
made me vow to see her through. ^R 

We started to work together. Four 
weeks passed without another word 
from her. You can imagine my anx- 
iety. How I longed to know whether 
I had come into her life in time to 
revive the spark of ambition that 
had almost perished. Then came the 
first of those wonderful letters. It 
was just a short note, but what a 
world of happiness it conveyed. 
Only a music student can under- 
stand the thrill of it — that first joyous moment — 

Dear Professor Feuchtinger:— 

I am already finding an improvement in my upper tones and 
am able to sustain the high "D" for the first time in my life. 

How eagerly I watched for her letters. Her enthu- 
siasm was so genuine, so naive. But sometimes I wished 
that she would be a little less modest in her accounts of 
new triumphs. It was just a year later that Ferretti 
praised her singing. She wrote me all about it. 

Dear Professor Feuchtinger:— 

The last concert at which I sang was another triumph for 
your method. The hall was a big one and although the baritone 
and tenor both had big voices, my voice carried the best of all. 
even down to the lowest notes. I no longer have the fear of bad 
acoustics that I used to have. 

When it was over, Mr. Sarcoli told me that Ferretti, another 
Italian baritone who was there, had said that I did some things 
in the "Ah fars' e lui" aria that very few people could do, and 
I was very pleased. 

Triumph after triumph. One day she wrote and told 
me she was going to the Orient on a concert tour. I 
often thought of her and wondered about the strange 
new sights, the wonderful experiences that each new 
day was bringing her. And then I heard from her, 
from Yokohama, she wrote this to me: 

My dear Professor Feuchtingen— 

Your wonderful course has increased the volume and com- 
pass of my voice without in any way injuring the quality or flexi- 
bility—top C sharp and D now come with little or no effort and my 
whole voice is stronger. 

I am able to get the echo effects in "Dinorah" much better 
than I could before and the staccato notes at the end have about 
three times the former volume. I feel that I owe you so much 
that you should be told of my success. Your exercises are 
simply invaluable. 

And now she is back in the United States, preparing 
for a career in opera. Just last May, she wrote from 
New York. The monogrammed stationery was quite dif- 
ferent from the note paper that she had used when she 
wrote me that enthusiastic little note three years before. 
It told more subtly than words the story of her success: 

My dear Professor Feuchtinger: — 

I shall certainly be delighted to tell anyone what your course 
did for me. In fact I have been telling people for the past three 
years and tried to start several people in the work in Japan, and 
some of them have sent for your course. 

When one lives in New York as I do now and sees the number 
of wholly unqualified people who are teaching singing, it seems 
as if there ought to be some test for teachers. 

I think that learning ten operatic roles, one after another, is 
a pretty good test of the condition of a person's throat, don't you? 
My voice doesn't seem to have sufiered in the least from it. 

I am very proud. It is remarkable for a young 
woman to work up into opera in such an amazingly 




short time. Most singers 
study for years before they are 
even given an audition. And the most remarkable part 
of it all is that the writer of these letters received her 
entire training from me before she ever saw or spoke to 
me. I gave her all her instruction by correspondence. 
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rjlHIS is Professor Feuchtinger's own true story of one of 
his students. Her name and address will be sent to anyone 
interested. The name will doubtless be well known to you. 
And Professor Feuchtinger — he is the famous voice teacher who 
has devoted his life to teaching students who cannot leave home — 
who cannot afford the expense of studio lessons and living away 
from home in a large city — who cannot give up their daily 
work — but who want to study and improve their voices. Pro- 
fessor Feuchtinger was famous before he established the Perfect 
Voice Institute. He is a descendant of a long line of musical 
ancestors. His books on voice culture are known everywhere; 
among his pupils are famous opera stars. Since the establish- 
ment of his Chicago studios, Professor Feuchtinger has trained 
thousands of singers and speakers. And he can cultivate your 
voice — train it for speaking or singing — by the same methods he 
used with them. 

Your voice can be improved 100%. Professor Feuchtinger's 
system of training simply follows the natural laws of vocal 
development. It is a thoroughly scientific method that gives 
the student a clear conception of what he is doing, and the 
opportunity to watch his own progress. 

You do not know the possibilities of your own voice. If your 
voice is inharmonious or harsh, or if it lacks power, your vocal 
organ (particularly the important Hyo-Glossus muscle) is weak. 
You cun make your voice strong and beautiful if you develop 
your muscles by the correct training. 

Write to Professor Feuchtinger or send him the coupon below. 
He will send you free his interesting book, "Enter Your World." 
It will give you a clearer understanding of the scientific method of 
training your voice. Find out more about this opportunity. It may- 
be the first step in your career. Send for your copy today. Address 
Perfect Voice Institute, 1922 Sunnyside Ave., Studio 1345, Chicago. 

■ ■llllllllflllllllllllltllllllttlllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllftllllltlllltllHIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIKl 

PERFECT VOICE INSTITUTE 

1922 Sunnyside Ave., Studio 1345. Chicago, 111. 

Dear Prof. Feuchtinger: Will you please send tnc a copy of your new book 
"Enter Your World"? 1 understand that this is free and that there is no obliga- 
tion on my part. I am interested in 

GSinging D Speaking C Stammering D Weak Voice. 
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Free Book o/" 

DIAMOND 
BARGAINS 

Send for the most complete catalog of 
Diamonds and Jew-elry ever published 
showing exquisite gitts of every descrip- 
tion—every article a rare bargain. 
Anything you select 
wilibeaentfbrFREB 
exa inination and a p- 
proval. If satisfied, 
pay only 1/5 -p Ur . 
chase price — bal- 
ance in 10 months. 
Send TODAY for 
catalog No. 652-K. 

SWEET Engagement 
Ring set with perfcc'lv 
cut blue - white Dia- 
mond. 



Price $50 

I Terms; $10 Down — 

$4 a month 

Solitaires from 

$2S to $1000 

I Capital, $1,000,000 



» _ THE HOUSE OF QUALITY 

LW-SWEEI INC 

1650-1660 BROADWAY. NEW YORK. 




AGENTS 



$60 — S200 a week. Free 
Samples GOLD SIGN LETTERS 
for store fronts and office 
windows. Anyone can put 
them on. No experience necessary. Big demand. 

LIBERAL OFFER TO GENERAL AGENTS. 

METALLIC LETTER CO 4IIV. N. CLARK ST., CHICAGO 
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Handiesr 

Garment- jf; ^ 
You Can ^V CSr 
Own! 





is the latest styli 
and the most practical 
article of apparel 
ever invented for 
women. 
Th is la xariool 
rushed wool Angora 
inish Scarf is guar- 
anteed to be 10~ 
cent pure wool. ___ 
two rut i-h pockets. 
Long belt wit b 
fancy b uckle. 
Edged with deep 
fringe. Tuxedo 
collar. Two-atrip* 
border on tuxedo 
collar in contributing 
shade. Just the thing 
for cool weather ana 
apart wear. Can bn 
worn over waist or 
coat. Actual value $6, 
Our sale price S.4f 
plus postage. Sent 
no money now--pay 
on arrival. Colors: 
Tan, Brown, Navy, 
Gray and Blnck. 
State color desired. 
Money back if not 
sat in factory. 
Write for catalog. 

F.V.FRANKEL 

Dcpt. A-1155 
353 5th Ave. 
New York 
City 
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"Well," I said quite casually, 'Tin 
hungry. Are you?" 

"Er — what?" he ejaculated in surprise; 
and then, "Oh, yes, of course. First call to 
hreakfast ten minutes ago. Shall we go?" 

We went, and all through hreakfast we 
talked about idle commonplaces with the 
greatest vivacity on my part, and a fair 
amount of polite response on his. But it 
was really a strain for me, and 1 could see 
that he was miserable. 

As we strolled hack to our end of our 
car. he got up courage to say over my 
shoulder, "I say, when do you let me in 
on the l)ig idea?" 

Though I had been so gay and imper- 
sonal until then, I had really been feeling 
very soft-hearted. But this lone of his 
turned my mood upside down again in a 
moment. 

"Now," I said, briefly and with wliat I 
fear was a cold, hard look. 

He followed me into the drawing-room 
in silence, and waited politely for me to 
sit down first. When I did, he sat down 
opposite me and waited expectantly, all 
the douht and contrition gone from his 
face. 

"What have you got to say for your- 
self?" I demanded. 

He looked at me with an arrogant tilt 
of the head. 

"Oh, I, don't know," he said slowly. 
"I'm not so sure that you get any explan- 
ation or apology from me. I didn't kick 
you out of the home-roost and leave you 
to explain to astonished Pullman porters 
and conductors. I pass. It's your turn." 

"I'd like to know what you expect," I 
said bitingly. "Do you think I am going 
to — to start married life with you drunk, 
disgustingly drunk the first night?" 

"Oh, cut the sob-stuff," lie said coolly. 
"I wasn't any worse than I've been lots 
of times, and you never said anything. 
Fact, I've seen yon in the same pickle 
yourself, more or less, and I didn't turn 
you down." 

In a sense he had me there, though of 
course I had never gone to the limit tliat 
he had reached. Still. I went on. 

"Drunk, and kissing everybody in 
sight, acting like a disgusting fool, all the 
servants laughing at you. Do you think 
I could — could — take a man like that 
into my arms?" 

The catch in my voice wasn't faked, 
and I turned my head quickly away to 
hide tears that liad jumped suddenly 
into my eyes. I felt dreadfully alone and 
not capable of putting this thing through. 
And yet I must. 

Benny didn't speak for nearly a min- 
ute. He must have seen how I felt, and 
the picture of himself that I liad drawn 
must have burned deep. 

"Why did you come with me at all?" 
he asked finally. 

"What else could I do?" I asked dully. 
"What would everybody have said if I 
had turned you down at the last minute, 
after we liad been married?" 

"What difference does it make?" he 
asked in a lifeless tone. "Now, or then, 
everybody'll talk just the same." 

"But I haven't turned you down," I 
said slowly. "You're here, aren't you?" 

HE turned quickly, relief all over his 
face. 
"Good kid!" he exclaimed. "You 
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aren't going to turn me down! Kitty, I 
apologize. I'm deuced sorry I didn't 
hold it better. I swear I'll be more care- 
ful in the future. I was just so darned 
happy, that's all — that's why I acted so." 
He shifted over to the seat beside me and 
put. his arm about my shoulders. "Come 
on. Kilty, forgive a fellow. You'll see I 
don't think anybody but vou is worth a 
. cent." 

He was drawing me to him, and I was 
just giving way with a sigh of relief, when 
suddenly I remembered that cheek. 

"Wiit," I said, "there's something 
more." 

Now nobody likes to have affectionate 
overtures repelled and Benny was no ex- 
ception. He flopped back to the seal 
opposite me and got out his cigarette- 
case again. 

"Is there?" he said. "Well, step on 
the gas. Don't mind me." 

"I'm going to." I said with a return of 
my former biting lone. "How about that 
thousand dollars you borrowed from my 
dad? Will you explain that?" 

ALL his nonchalance faded out. He 
■'*■ turned on me like a flash. 

"Who told you about that?" he asked. 
His face was white and then red as I 
looked at him without answering. I 
knew then that he had done something 
that he was ashamed of. 

"Nobody told me." I answered at last, 
"I saw the stub in Dad's check-book. 
What does it mean?" 

He stared away out the window again, 
evidently thinking hard. Finally he bit 
his lip and forced himself to look at me, 
and I knew I was going to get the truth. 
"Well." he said, "you might as well 
know it now as later: the firm I'm with 
has told me they don't need my high class 
services any more. That happened yes- 
terday. I guess I was trying to forget it, 
and that's why I made such a soak of 
myself. I touched your father last night 
because we couldn't have had any wed- 
ding trip without it. I'm cleaned out. 
When we get back I'll get another job." 
He stopped and watched to see what 
I would say. I said nothing, but stared 
back at him. So that was it. He was 
not only a gay boy, and a reckless 
driver, and a heavy drinker, but a failure 
as well! It was too much for me. I 
crumpled up and buried my face in my 
hands. Benny sprang over instinctively 
to comfort me, but I pushed him away. 

"Don't." I said. "Just — leave — me 
alone. Go out. Smoke. Anything." 

The last was pretty nearly an hysterical 
shriek. He got up and I heard him go 
out. Then I found a pillow and buried 
my face in it for a good, unrestrained cry. 
I felt absolutely lost, deserted, beaten, 
whipped, worthless, useless, incompetent 
— and most awfully alone. All this I 
poured out into the pillow. And then I 
lay and panted and gasped long shivering 
gasps that gradually soothed down. 
Then the first thing I knew I hat! been 
asleep, and was waking up. 

T SPENT another half hour making my* 
■*■ self presentable, and trying to hide all 
traces of my crying. Then I went out 
and found Benny. When we were once 
more alone together he was neither con- 
(Continued on page 70) 
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"He Deposits $500 a Month!" 



"CEE that man at the Receiving 
O Teller's window? That's Billy 
King, Sales Manager for the Browning 
Company. First of every month he 
comes in and deposits $500. I've been 
watching Billy for a long time — take 
almost as much interest in him as I 
do in my own boy. 

"Three years ago he started in at 
Browning's as a clerk at $15 a week. 
Married, had one child, couldn't save 
a cent. One day he came in here 
desperate — wanted to borrow a hun- 
dred dollars — wife was sick. 

"I said, 'Billy, I'm going to give you 
something worth more than a loan — 
some good advice — and if you'll follow 
it I'll let you have the hundred, too. 
You don't want to be a $15 clerk all 
your life, do you ?' Of course he didn't. 
'Well,' I said, 'there's a way to climb 
out of your job to something better. 
Take up a course with the International 
Correspondence Schools in the work 
you like best and want to advance in, 
and put in some of your evenings get- 
ting special training. The Schools will 
do wonders for you — I know, we've 
got several I. C. S. boys right here in 
the bank.' 

"That night Billy wrote to Scranton 
and a few days later he had started a 



course in Salesmanship. It had a fascina- 
tion for him and in a little while he 
got his chance on the city sales force. 
Why, in three months he had doubled 
his salary ! Next thing I knew he was 
put in charge of a branch office up state. 

"Then he took the I. C. S. Advertis- 
ing course. Well, he made such a 
record up there that a few months ago 
they brought him back and made him 
Sales Manager — on salary and com- 
mission. He's making real money now. 
Owns his own home, has bought some 
good securities, and he's a regular at 
that window every month. It just 
shows what a man can do in a little 
spare time." 

Employers are begging for men with 
ambition, men who really want to get 
ahead in the world and are willing to 
prove it by training themselves in spare 
time to do some one thing well. 

Every mail brings letters from some 
of the two million students of the 
International Correspondence Schools 
telling of advancements and increased 
salaries won through spare time study. 
These advancements are in every branch 
of business: — Salesmanship, Advertis- 
ing, Bookkeeping, Accounting, Business 
Management, Civil Service, etc. 



When thinking about "which school 
shall I select?" it is good to remember 
that the I. C. S. has enrolled more 
students in its business courses than any 
other correspondence school in the 
world. 

Is there any reason why you should 
stand still and let others climb over you 
when you have the same chance they 
have? Surely the least you can do is 
to find out just what there is in this 
proposition for you. Here is all we 
ask: Without cost, without obligating 
yourself in any way, simply mark and 
mail this coupon. 



TEAR OUT HERE 



INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
BOX 02 7 8-E SCRANTON. PA. 

Without cost or obligation, pieaso explain how I can 
qualify for tno position, or in the subject before which I 
have marked an X in the list below: 



□ Salesmanship 

□ Business Management 
D Advertising 

n Business Correspondent 
n Illustrating 
D Bookkeeping 
Glligher Accounting 
D Stenographer 
□Traffic Management 
D Civil Service 
D Railway Mail Clerk 

□ Good English 
O Better Letters 
□French 

□ Spanish 

□ Banking 



QElectrical Engineering 

□ Mechanical Engineering 
□Civil Engineering 
□Steam Engineering 

c Drafting 

□ Architecture 

□Surveying and Mapping 
3 Contractor anil Builder 
^Plumbing and Heating 
3Machine Shop Practice 
UToolmaker 

3 Chemistry 
JMine Foreman 
3 Automobiles 
1 Airplane Engines 
HWIreless 



Street 
Address.. 



Occupation . 

Persons residina in Canada should send this coupon to the 

International Cnrresnondenec Schools Canadian. Limited, 

Uonlrcal. Canada. 
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Pht/lliw Haver lively Comedy Star, uni and recommends Maybitlirto 

BEAUTIFIES EYES INSTANTLY 

More than ell else, well defined eyebrows and luxuriant 
lashes create the beauty and expression of your face. The 
elight darkening, the accentuation of line and shadow, to 
the secret. Instantly and unfailingly the eyes 
appear larger, deeper and more brilliant. 
"M AYBELL1NE" makes scant eye- 
brows and lashes appear naturally 
loner and luxurious. Used regularly 
by beautiful girls and women every- 
where. Unlike other preparations, 
v,ill not spread or smear on the face. Per- 
fectly harmless. Kach dainty box contains 
mirror and brush for apply inir- Two shadea. 
Brown for Blondre, tilaek for lirunettea. 
7Cc AT YOUR DEALER'S or direct from 
as. Accept onl/ genuine "MAYBELUNE" 
find your aati3f action Is assured. 

MAYBELLINE CO. 
4305 15 Grand Blvd. CHICAGO 




Reduce'Ybur Flesh in Spots 

Arms, Legs, Bust, Double Chin 

In fact the entire body or any p:»rt without dieting 
by wearing 

DR.WALTER'S 

Famous Medicated Reducing 

RUBBER GARMENTS 

For Mc7i and Women 
Anklets for Reducing and 
Shaping the Ankles. 
| S7.00 per pair. Extra 
-\ high $9.00. Send 
'*..*. ankle measurement 
when ordering. 

Rust Reducer $6.00 
Chin Reducer J2.5U 

Send for IUw- 

trated Booklet 

DR. JEANNE S. WALTER 
353 Fifth Ave., New York 





RFAIITYPFFI creates "THAT NATURAL COM- 
DLftU I I TELL I'LEXION' 1 by verting ^freckles, 
tan, pimplcH, blackheads, liver-spots, wrinkled, pox- 

{itts and muddy oily nkm. NUN-ACID (patented) 
otlon. Painless, harmless. Effects astounding. 
Guaranteed. Proof h- Beauty Talk FREE. 

BEAUTYPEEL COSMETIC CO., 
Oept. T. El Paso, Texas. 




SHUT YOUR MOUTH! 



Breathe Through Your 

Nose as Nature Intended 




Wear"Breathe Rite" 
made of gold wiru and 
aluminum pads. In* 
do: 'iii by physicians. 

Price / N $2.00, 



^f yl'rico , nS2.00i 
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Ann Arbor. 



Mich. 



Avoid dnnscrous 
mouth breath! n r 
which courts deadly 
Infection of lungs 

and throat. 




This Beautiful Mexican 
Sapphire is Yours 

This basket pierced Ster- 
ling Silver Ring, set with a 
beautiful 1 carat "Mexican Sap- 
phire." is the latest Seicnlihc 
Wonder of the age. The mar- 
velous brilliancy of the stone 
and latest PLATINUM FIN- 
ISH setting will arouse the 
admiration of your friends and 
give you lasting satisfaction. 

JUST SEND YOUR NAME, 
address and linger size and this wonderful ring will be 
mailed prepaid to your home. Upon delivery merely 
deposit SI. 87 with the postman and the ring is yours. 
WEAR IT FIVE DAYS. If you can tell this FIERY 
RAINBOW HUED MEXICAN SAPPHIRE from a 
genuine diamond, return it and get your money back. 
Send today— NOW— while Free Trial Offer is in effect. 
Don't delay. 
RADIUM GEM CO.. 5S7 Fifth Avenue. Depl. T. Brooklyn. N. Y- 
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trite nor arrogant. He didn't know what 
was coining, and lit- was not going to 
weaken his defences by taking any more 
false steps. For myself I was inwardly 
numb from the spasm I liad just been 
through, but my mind was perfectly clear 
on one tiling: Benny and I must get to ' 
rock bottom, size up our situation, and 
face facts. Our train was hurrying us on 
to St. Louis, the place to which our ticket 
carried us first; and we bad to get this 
problem solved before we readied there. 
So I couldn't wait till I was feeling natu- 
ral again. 

"Benny," I said without wasting any 
time, "in the last twelve hours every- 
thing has changed. You're not the man 
I thought I was marrying at all." 

"I don't see it," said Benny. "I 
haven't changed a bit. You've always 
known that I liked a gay party with 
drinks and so on. You've seen me kiss 
other girls before, when we were having 
a good time. You never seemed to care. 
Why all this virtuous stuff all at once?" 

He seemed genuinely puzzled, and I 
could see his point, too. But somehow 
I couldn't make him see the thing that 
I had seen through Vera's eyes — that 
there were lives coming after us, depend- 
ent on us, that must have a fair start in 
life. How was I to show him? Instead 
of trying to answer him, I went on with 
the rest of my cry against him. 

"That isn't all, Benny. You have 
married me on the same day that your 
firm has turned you out as a failure: and 
you've so little self-respect that you have 
gone to my dad and shamed me by bor- 
rowing money from Dad on my wedding 
day. Will you please tell me just what 
all that means? How milch of a down- 
and-outer are you? Wliat have I got to 
hang to?" 

He listened very calmly. Then he said : 

"\\ 7"ELL, I know it sounds pretty 

'V awful. And yet it isn't so bad, 
you know. It's being done all the time 
in New York just as it is in Europe." 

"Wliat do you mean?" 

"Oh, just this sort of thing. Highly 
aristocratic family without much money 
makes alliance with less aristocratic fam- 
ily with lots of money. Of course, we 
aren't as raw about it as they arc in 
Europe; but we do it just the same, and 
what's the use of blinking it?" 

I gasped and grew cold with horror at 
his words. Did he mean — but after all, 
wasn't it true? His family was one of 
the oldest in New York. Mine was only 
a generation old, though just as good. 
Had he deliberately set out to marry 
money? It was unthinkable. Every 
step of our acquaintance had been the 
normal, unguideil drawing together of 
kindred spirits. Perhaps there had been 
but little spiritual romance about it; but 
certainly it was personal attraction that 
had brought it all about. Yet he talked 
like this. • Well, if that was his idea, I 
wouldn't waste any more time on him. 
I'd — just at that moment, I seemed to 
hear my mother's delighted words, "My 
dear, he's the catch of the season!" Was 
the crime all on his side after all? 

ALL this went through me like a flash, 
and the next instant I knew that, if 
this was really Benny's reason for marry- 
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ing me, our marriage was ended right 
there. 

"That's so," I said with deceitful calm- 
ness. "Of course you expected financial 
support from Dad. But you know, 
Benny; I honestly had never thought of 
it that, way before. I always thought 
you cared a good deal for me down under 
our gaieties. It never occurred to me 
that you married me just for my money. 
It makes a difference.'' 

I spoke with all the colorless lack of 
expression I could muster. And I got my 
answer. All his own calm vanished and 
his voice took on real feeling as he spoke. 

"No, Kitty, no! Lord, you've got me 
all wrong. Darn it all. girl, haven't 
I always acted as if I cared for you really? 
Haven't I told you I thought you were 
the greatest kid in the world? I only 
said what I did to show you that borrow- 
ing money from your Dad was no crime. 
I'll bet he had looked me up financially 
and knew he'd have to give" you a good 
big allowance if he wanted us to live de- 
cently. He wasn't surprised a bit." 

His words and his very evident feeling 
showed me the one thing I felt I had to 
know: there was something better than 
a grand fake at the bottom of our mar- 
riage, something that was worth fighting 
for. So I went on, fighting. 

"All right, Benny," I said. "However 
much this marriage of ours is a combina- 
tion of poor aristocracy and rich nobody, 
that isn't the way we went into it. I 
cared for you, Benny, a lot; and I believe 
I could again, though I'm awfully disap- 
pointed in you. But we've got to begin 
all over again." 

He stared at me. He simply didn't 
know what I was driving at. 

WHAT do you mean — begin all over 
again, Kitty? We're married, 
aren't we? Why can't we just go on 
from here. When we get back to town 
you'll see I won't go the limit with booze: 
and your Dad will help me get another 
good job." 

I sighed. 

"Oh, Benny, why can't you understand. 
I simply will not spend a cent of that 
money you borrowed from Dad. If you 
cash that check that ends it for me. I 
won't be the wife of any man who can't 
stand on his own feet." 

I brought the last out rather vehe- 
mently, and he responded in kind. 

"Don't lie silly. Of course I can stand 
on my own feet. When we get back — " 

"We'll never go back — together — until 
you are on your feet already!" I inter- 
rupted fiercely. "And what's more I 
won't live with you an hour until you 
show me that you're a real man. You're 
nothing but a sporty jellyfish now, want- 
ing to spend money that someone else has 
earned." 

A dark flush rose on his face. 

"Is that so?" he sneered. "Are you 
any better? Are you a real woman? 
Could you make a real home for a real 
man? Are you any better than a sporty 
jellyfish wanting to live on the earnings 
of some man?" 

IT struck home, unkind though it was, 
ami mad though it made me. His 
words were as true as mine had been. I 
(Continued on page 78) 
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Treat yourself 
at home 
for— 



Asthma 
Boils 

Blackheads 
Catarrh 
Colds 
Corns 
Eczema 
Falling Hair 
Hay Fever 
Headache 
Insomnia 
Lumbago 
Nervousness 
Neuralgia 
Paralysis 
Pimples 
Rheumatism 
Skin- 
Diseases 
Sore 

Throat 
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Learn the secret of beauty, 
health and happiness 
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We have just published a remarkable book for free distribution. 
This book explains in detail the manifold uses of Violet Rays 
in treating almost every known human ailment. It also con- 
tains charts and diagrams of the nervous system, and organic 
locations, and fully describes just how the Violet Ray works 
its many seeming miracles, written in a simple style — devoid 
of all technical language. 

Vi-Rex Violet Rays carry life and 
vim to every cell 

The Violet Ray, as used in the treatment of the body, 
sends a spray of mild, tiny currents 
through every part and organ ; flowing 
through each infinitesimal cell, mas- 
saging it, invigorating it and re-vital- 
izing it. It leaves no soreness 
after use only a delightful sensa- 
tion of relief. Vi-Rex is 
not a vibrator. It creates 
cellular massage, the 
most beneficial electri- 
cal treatment known. 





Wonderful 



10 day free trial proves all we claim 

Clip this coupon and mail it today! This wonderful 

free book will \te a revelation to you. We will also P™ — — 

give you the details of our 10 DAY FREE TRIAL 

OFFER, which enables you to test the benefits of 

Vi-Rex Rays free in the privacy of your own home. 

VI-REX ELECTRIC CO. 

326 W. Madison St., 
Dept. 305, Chicago, 111. 

For New York Only, Address — 
47 West 34th Street 





VI-REX ELECTRIC CO. 
Dept. 305, 326 West Madison St., Chicago, 111. 

Please send mo, without any cost or obligation, your free 
book describing your Violet Ray Machine, and details of your 
free trial offer. 



Name . 



Address. 



City. 



State. 
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I CAN 
SUCCEED 

What other men have done 
through the help of the 
International Correspon~ 
dence Schools, I can do 
too! If the I.C.S. has 
raised the salaries of other 
men, it can raise mine. 
To me I. C. S. means "I 
CAN SUCCEED." 

GET the "I Can Succeed" spirit. It means a better 
job — a larger salary — a better home — more com- 
forts for yourself and your family. 

No matter where you live, or how little time or 
money you have now, the I. C. S. has a course of 
training to fit your needs. 

Hundreds of thousands of ambitious men have 
achieved success through I. C. S. help in the past 30 
years — over 130,000 are getting ready right now for 
the big jobs ahead. Join them and make your life 
something to be proud of. 

Just mark and mail the coupon TODAY and let us 
tell you what the I. C. S. can do for you. 

______ TEAR OUT HERE 

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 

Box6281-E Scranton, Pa. 

Explain fully about your Course in the subject marked X 
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SEND ND MONEY 



l-f Yoss Can Tell it from a 
GENUINE DIAMOND Send irback 

.To prove our blue-white MEXICAN PI A MO X D cannot bo told from 
a UKNU1NK DIAMOND nod boa t.amo DAZZLING KAINHOW 
K.Kb. wo will aondaBelected 1 car.it Rem in ladk-a Solitaire Rinir. 
■' "at. pneo $j.26| for Half Prico to Introduce. S2.63. or in Uenta 
He.ivy Tooth (k-Ichi-r Kin* (Cat. Price $«.5<i) for S3. 25. Our finest 
I i* Gold Killed mountinda. GUARANTEED 20 YKAILS. SEND NO 
MONKY. Just mail postcard or this ad. Slate Size. We will mall at 
once. When rim tmvia deposit?.:. 63 for Indies rinjr or 93.25 for 
Gent* with postman. If not [.leaned return in 2 days for money back 
leu handling charges. Write for Free catalog. Aganta Wanted. 

MEXICAN DIAMOND IMPORTING CO.. Dept.FR LasCruces.N.Mei. 
(Exclusive controllers Mexican Diamonds) 




40,000 

m*§ Opportunities 
IS in Hotels 



VOU can have one of these well-paid, pleasant. 
x executive positions — 40.000 of them in the big 
hotels of the I'niteu States — now America's Fourth 
Largest Industry. Statistics show that ONE IN 
EVERY TEN HOTELS WILL HAVE AN OPEN- 
ING FOR A MANAGER THIS YEAR. Thou- 
sands of other positions are also open to those who 
qualify through training. 

The Lewi* School guarantees to give you the 
valuable knowledge that it has taken some of the 
most successful hotel men years to obtain — men 
who arc now making $5,000 to $50,000 a year. All 
of your training will be under the personal direction 
of Clifford Lewis — a hotel expert ot national reputa- 
tion. A few spare-time ! ours a week given to the 
simple, clear lessons of the course will give you the 
training for a good position, a fine living, and a 
handsome salary. The tiaining will In no way in- 
terfere with yo*ir present work or recreation. 

Send today for FREE B<X)K, "Your Big Oppor- 
tunity." Don't wait a minute — you may lose the 
opportunity of a lifetime. Mail the coupon NOW. 
Your whole future may depend on it. 

LEWIS HOTEL TRAINING SCHOOL 

CLIFFORD LEWIS. Pres, 
Room 2616 Wanhinirton, D. C- 

Founded 1916 



>■---:< 



FREE COUPON 



>— -< 



LEWIS HOTEL TRAINING SCHOOL 
Room 2615 Washington 



."xnd me without obligation the FREE 
"Your Rip. Opportunity." 

Name (Please print) 

Street 

City State. 
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was silent. He went on, seeing his ad- 
vantage. 

"We're both tarred with the same 
stick. What's the use in being high and 
mighty. Anyway, tell me what could we 
do if I didn't cash this cheek. I've got 
just sixteen dollars left, and nothing in 
New York but my auto. We've got to 
take your Dad's money." 

But there I flared up. 

"We won't use it. If you don't give 
me that check now, I'll send a telegram 
at the next station to stop payment be- 
cause I'm leaving you. There." 

"But, Kitty — what'U we do? You 
don't know what it is to be without any 
money." 

"Are you going to give me that cheek?" 

There was a silence. Then he took out 
his wallet and handed the check to me. 
I crumpled it up and thrust it into the 
neck of my gown to burn later. 

'W ELL " ,,e sai ' 1 bitterlv - " Now 
» » what are we going to do?" 

"I don't know what you're going to 
do," I said. "That's up to you. When 
we get to St. Louis, I'm going to the 
Y. W. C. A. If you're half a man. you'll 
give me half of what you've got left. 
When you are a whole man you can write 
to me at the Y. W. and tell me about it. 
In the meantime it'll be good-by for the 
present." 

Again he stared, this time as if he 
thought I had really lost my mind. 

"You're crazy," he said. 

"You're a jellyfish!" I retorted. "Are 
you even half a man? If you are, let's 
divide that money, and then you can get 
out. I'm sick of you." 

He grew very white and drew out his 
pocketbook. He fumbled in it a minute, 
and then handed me fifteen dollars. 

"You'll need more than I will," he said. 
"I'll send you some more as soon as I 
can." 

And before I could stop him and in- 
sist on an even division, lie hail gone 
out. I looked at the seven dollars that 
wasn't my share, and then I smiled with 
a queer, almost happy feeling inside. 
' Benny was certainly a little more than 
half a man already. 

I didn't go out of the drawing-room 
that day except for lunch and dinner. I 
was busy doing a lot of hard thinking and 
planning. Benny's statement that I 
couldn't make a real home for a real man 
had struck deep. The awful part of it 
was that he was quite right. 

LV.TE tliat night our train drew into 
' the Union Station at St. Louis. The 
porter came for our bags. As I was step- 
ping off the train, I had a queer feeling, 
ant! looked back. Benny was just be- 
hind me, his face a perfect mask. The 
next minute he was putting a dollar bill 
into the porter's hand and picking up my 
bags and his. 

He stalked rapidly down the platform, 
so that I had quite a job catching up with 
him, especially as I was trying frantically 
to get out some money — that extra seven 
dollars — from my bag. I was all con- 
trition. Poor Benny hadn't eaten a 
thing! He had saved that lone dollar 
for a tip to preserve his pride. I had 
been too much of a brute. 

"Here," I said, as I finally caught up 



with him. "You haven't a cent left." 
And I held out the bills. 

"Go to the devil," he snapped, not too 
loud, but loud enough for me to hear him. 

During the crush around the gate I 
slipped the bills into his coat-pocket. 
Then I felt better. 

He led me without hesitation to the 
street, and looked around for a taxi. 

"Young Women's Christian Associa- 
tion," he said with a suspicious firmness 
to the driver, tipped his hat formally anil 
turned away. 

Oh, how I wanted to call out to the 
driver to stop, how I wanted to go back 
and tell Benny that I'd take a chance and 
start fresh with him now — but I didn't. 
Something held me back. 

At the Y. W. C. A., I engaged a room 
for the night, and went to bed, exhausted. 
When I laid my head on the pillow, I felt 
almost sure that it was all a dream and 
that I should wake up out of it the next 
day. 

Dt'T the first gray of morning told me 
*-" I was in it deeper than ever and that 
it was no dream, but the real thing. I went 
downstairs for seme breakfast. Then I 
went into the writing-room and wrote a 
letter to Mother, being careful to use plain 
stationery: 

Dearest Mama: 

We are wildly happy. Don't expect to hear 
from lis for months. (Months was twice un- 
derscored.) We are off to see the reorhl (world 
was once underscored) and we haven't time to 
write. Your loving daughter, 

Kathkimxk. 

I wrote tliat gorgeous lie to avoid 
trouble and worry at home. We cer- 
tainly couldn't write again, because we 
weren't traveling, and they mustn't know 
that. 

Then I got another piece of plain sta- 
tionery, put my own home address at the 
top, and wrote as follows: 

To whom IT MAY CONCERN: 

The bearer, Mary Thompson, is honest, re- 
liable, intelligent, hut quite untrained'. I know 
that she will work hard at anything she at- 
tempts. I have known her from childhood and 
feel sure that no one will make a mistake in giv- 
ing her a position. 

(Signed) Kathemne 

I signed the letter with my own name. 
Then I went to an employment bureau, 
and started out to look up the address I 
received. 

I was stunned at the ease with which 
my plan carried through." The very next 
day, on the strength of my own recom- 
mendation, I. Mary Thompson, was en- 
gaged by a very nice, motherly lady to 
do general housework, including what 
cooking I could learn, anil the family 
wash once a week — for seven dollars per 
week and board. 

Benny was not to lx> able to say for 
long that I was a sporty jellyfish who 
couldn't make a real home for a real man ! 



M Y 
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trials and tribulations endured in 
my efforts to be a good general 
housework girl will not be of any great 
interest to any one, so I shall make no 
attempt to describe them in detail. But 
I felt I simply must not fail. I had told 
Benny brutally to go out and make good, 
and I simply hail to do the same. 
(Continued on page 80) 
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TheMgicRmwof, 
AFewtitiktines 

Have you ever noticed a cartoonist draw? A short 
line here. Another there. A small curve. A splash 
of shading — and you have a wonderful picture! It 
was all so easy — because he knew how — he knew which 
lines to use and just where to put them. Through this 
New Easy Way to Draw you too can learn the Magic 
Power of a Few Little Lines and how to make big money 
in drawing them ! 
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How Easy! 




Note how these 
few little lines 
are transformed 
into a picture. 



One of the most 
fascinating, best 
paid businesses — 
yours, after a few 
minutes' training a 
day. 





Delightful pas- 
timcl Endless fun! 
Acquire the knack 
in your spare time. 



Invaluable asset in 
your present busi- 
ness. A few lines 
can drive home 
your intangible 
ideas. New way 
makes it easy to 
learn drawing. 





THIS wonderful new method makes 
it possible for anyone to learn 
Illustrating, Cartooning, or Com- 
mercial Art. Hundreds of our students 
are now making splendid incomes. And 
most of them never touched a drawing 
pencil before they studied with us. 

The simplicity of this method will 
astound you. You will be amazed at 
your own rapid progress. You learn by 
mail — -yet you receive personal instruc- 
tion from one of America's foremost 
Commercial Artists: — Frank Godwin and 
Wynn Holcomb (Wynn), the famous 
artists, are but two of his many successful 
students. Get into this fascinating game, 
NOW. You can easily qualify and make 
big money. A few minutes' study each 
day is all that is needed. 

Newspapers, advertising agencies, mag- 
azines, business concerns — all are looking 
for men and women to handle their art 
work. Cartoonists and designers are at a 
premium. Dozens of our students started 



work at a high salary. Many earn more 
than the cost of the course while they are 
learning! YOU — with a little spare time 
study in your own home — can easily and 
quickly get one of these big-paying 
artists' jobs. 

This amazing method has exploded the 
old idea that talent is an absolute necessity 
in art— that "it's all a 'gift'." Just as you 
have learned to write, this new method teaches 
you to draw. We start you with straight lines, 
then curves. Then you learn how to put them 
together. Now you begin making pictures. 
Shading, action, perspective, and all the rest 
follow in their right order, until you are making 
pictures that bring you from $50 to $500 or more. 
Many artists get as high as S1,000 for a single 
drawing. 

Big money is gladly paid — and big money 
is waiting for anyone with foresight enough to 
prepare for this pleasant profession. Through 
our new easy method of teaching, YOU can 
earn big money as an artist, regardless of 
your present ability. Mail coupon today 
for interesting booklet telling all about it. 



Coupon Brings Fascinating Booklet 



An interesting and handsomely illustrated 
booklet, "How to Become an Artist," has been 
prepared and will be sent to you without cost. 
It tells how you can easily become an artist in a 
few minutes' daily spare time and at the cost of a 
few cents a day. Explains about this amazing 
method in detail. Tells of our students — and their 
wonderful progress — and how we can qualify you 
for a high-salaried artist's position. Booklet gives 
full particulars about our "Free Artist's Outfit" 
Offer. This booklet will be sent free, and without 
obligation. Read all about this amazing New 
Easy Way to Draw and how you can quickly 
learn, at home in spare time. Fill out the booklet- 
coupon now. Mail it TODAY. 

Washington School 

1813 Marden Bldg., 




Mail coupon today for this fascinat- 
ing booklet, and learn how you can 
become an Artist in a few minutes a 
day of your spare time. Cut out 
coupon and mail NOW. 



The Washington School of Art, Inc. 

1813 Marden Building, Washington, D. C. 

Please send me, without cost or obligation on my part, 
your free book, "How to Become an Artist," and full 
details about your special Short-Time Offer. 



of Art, Inc. 

Washington, D. C. 



N'ame . 



(State whether Mr., Mrs. or Miss) 



L 



Address . 
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On Trial 

YOU may now have any musical instru- 
ment for a week's trial at our risk in 
your home. No obligation to buy. 
Return the instrument at our expense at 
the end of a week if you decide not to keep 
it. The trial will not cost you a penny. 

Monthly Payments 

A few cents a day will pay. Complete musical out- 
fit comes with most instruments— velvet lined case, 
all accessories, self- instructor, etc., all at direct 
factory price — everything you need at practically 
the cost of the instrument alone. 
Wurlitzer instruments are known all over the world 
for artistic quality. Used by the greatest musicians, 
bands, and orchestras. Wurlitzer has made the 
finest musical instruments for over 200 years. 

Send for NewBook 

on Musical Instruments — No Charge 

Every known instrument illustrated, many in full 
colors. All details and complete lescr.ptions, A 
veritable musical encyclopedia — absolutely freel 
Wurlitzer has stores in over thirty cities. But no 
matter where you live, Wurlitzer is no farther than 
your nearest mail box. Send the coupon today I 




| The Rudolph Wurlitzer Co., Dept. 1985 
r 1 17 E. 4th Street, Cincinnati 120 W. 42ad Street, New York i 
= 700 W. Jackson BtoL, Chicago 215 Stockton St., San Francisco j 
= Send me your new catalog with illustrations in color i 
Z and full descriptions of all musical instruments, also 
z details of the Wurlitzer Free Trial Easy Payment i 
: Plan. Mo obligation. 



S Name —__,-.. S 

§ E 

5 Address _„ 1 

| i 

S iSiau mttMical inutrumenlinu)HicltiiouarTinliriitid^j~ m 3 
Ccvwright 19tt, The Budolptt WurliUtr Co. 
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At the end of the first day I was a 
physical and almost a nervous wreck. 
I had washed dishes and peeled potatoes. 
And I was sure I couldn't stand another 
day of it. 

Yet when night came again I was not 
so weary hut that I had time to sit down 
in my little room and give myself a good 
going over. 

"Look here." I said to myself, "this 
won't do. Haven't I brains enough to 
put this thing through? Surely I have 
inherited at least an average mind: and 
for all I don't know housework, I have 
learned to exercise my wits a lot more 
than the average green girl from Ireland 
or Sweden or any other country. I've 
got to take hold. What is the lead?" 

On this I meditated a long time. And 
in the end I decided it all lay in determi- 
nation. A simple enough conclusion but 
it worked wonders. 

Inside of a week I had mastered the 
routine of Mrs. Hawkins' kitchen, and 
she had ceased to follow me about ex- 
plaining every little detail. 

By this time I was beginning to worry 
a good deal about Benny. What was 
happening to him? How was he getting 
on? I took my first evening off to go 
back to the Y. W. C. A. and ask if there 
was any mail. 

A small envelope, sealed, but without 
a stamp, was handed to me. It contained 
seven dollars and a slip of paper with the 
word "Thanks" on it in Benny's writing. 

I turned quickly to the Secretary. 

"When did this arrive?" I asked. 

"Just after you left, a week ago. A 
gentleman brought it in." 

"Did he leave any message?" 

"No." 

"Did he ask any questions?" 

"No. Is there anything wrong? Can 
we help you in any way?" 

I shook my head, choking down a hard 
lump in my throat, and went out, followed 
by a troubled look from the Secretary. 

THE next week was easier as far as the 
work went, but my heart simply would 
not be contented. I wanted to know 
what Benny was doing, and I wanted to 
know badly. Mrs. Hawkins liad hardly a 
word to say to me. Twice I caught her 
staring at me in a puzzled, thoughtful 
way, and I gleefully told myself that it 
was because I was making good. 

When Thursday night came I hurried 
over to the Y. W. C. A. 

There was a letter from Benny, en- 
closing fifteen dollars: 

Dear Kit: 

This isn't much — but I earned it. You 
were O. K. about me not being a real man. 
Hang on a bit longer if you can. It must be 
awfully dull for you, just sitting still and wait- 
ing. But I'm on the job — a real job; and I'll 
be hanged if there isn't some fun in it. 

Yours, 
B. 

I could feel my heart pounding and my 
face flushing with pleasure. Quite happy, 
I went back and to bed, Benny's letter 
under my pillow as if it had been a love 
letter. The money I stowed away with 
the rest that I had saved. 

DURING the next week I devised 
a way to make the strain of the fam- 
ily wash just half, by spreading it a lit— 
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tie more evenly. What is more, I went 
rather timidly to Mrs. Hawkins to know 
if I couldn't begin to learn to cook some- 
thing. The good soul was quite taken 
aback and responded so enthusiastically, 
that for the next two or three weeks I had 
a hard time keeping my head above water 
and steady. But somehow I managed it. 
And wasn't it fun! 

Then I began smuggling the cook books 
upstairs with me at night: and once, when 
Mrs. Hawkins was out, I gave the family 
a brand-new dish — done just right too, 
for a wonder. Their evident satisfaction 
in it made me fairly crazy with delight. 

In the meantime I received three 
weekly letters from Benny, each enclos- 
ing twenty dollars. The first was very 
brief: 

Dear Kit: 

Still at the "real man" stuff. Got a raise. 
Hope this will keep vou from starving. 

The next letter was very different in 
tone and longer. 

Kitty: 

If you could see me going after this mazuma, 
I almost think you'd be ready to take a chance 
on me again. Lord, when I think of the mutt 
I was when you heaved me overboard, I won- 
der how you ever thought of taking me on at 
all. Say, do you know, I don't believe I'd go 
back to that hot sport stuff now, if I had the 
cash. Would you? Think it over, Kitty. 
Of course, you aren't seeing the things I am or 
feeling the satisfaction of doing something 
better than somebody else, and getting paid 
for it. But take it from your Uncle Dudley, 
this is the life. I'm getting mighty lonesome, 
though. Just as soon as I know just where I 
stand I'm coming gunning for you. Gee, I 
wish I dared now. 

Your loving, reformed jellyfish, 

B. 

When I read that letter I not only 
thrilled, I cried, so people in the street 
stared at me; but 1 didn't care. Benny 
had done it all right. Ready to take a 
chance on him? Oh, I was readier at 
that moment than I had ever been, even 
when I was actually being married to 
him. When he came "gunning for me," 
he'd find I was ready all right. If I could 
only have reached him to tell him so. 

AFTER that I was dreadfully lone- 
some. All my efforts with the cook- 
ery and so on, only lialf stifled the ache 
that liad begun to grow. When the next 
letter came, I was ready to fly out of my 
skin: 

Here's the little twenty, Kit. Got some- 
thing on my mind. You may hear from me 
soon, if it works out right. B. 

Oh, why didn't he tell me his address? 
I wanted so to see him, and tell him all 
that had been growing in my heart. But 
now I liad to take my own medicine, and 
it was no fun. 

The next week the letter contained 
only five dollars, and it showed tliat some- 
thing was worrying him : 

Dear Kit: 

I've taken the leap, and this is all it has 
landed me. I hope you can scrape through on 
this. I'll send more in a day or two, if i can. 
I may have been a damned fool, but I'm not 
convinced yet. Your loving, 

Benny. 
(Continued on page 82) 
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Fortunes are Going Begging 

Photoplay producers ready to pay big sums for scenarios but 
can't get them. One big corporation offers a novel test 
which is open to anyone without charge. Send for the 
Van Loan Questionnaire and test yourself in your own home. 



A SHORT time ago a Montana 
housewife received a handsome 
check for a motion picture scenario. 
Six months before she had never 
had the remotest idea of writing 
for the screen. She did not seek 
the opportunity. It was thrust 
on her. She was literally hunted 
out by a photoplay corporation 
which is combing the country for 
men and women with story-telling 
ability. 

This single incident gives some 
idea of the desperate situation of 
the motion picture companies. 
With millions of capital to work 
with; with magnificent mechanical 
equipment, the industry is in dan- 
ger of complete paralysis because 
the public demands better stories — 
and the number of people who can 
write those stories are only a hand- 
ful. It is no longer a case of in- 
viting new writers; the motion 
picture industry is literally reach- 
ing out in every direction. It 
offers to every intelligent man and 
woman — to you — the home test 
which revealed unsuspected talent 
in this Montana housewife. And 
it has a fortune to give you if you 
succeed. 

Send for the Free Van Loan 
Questionnaire 

H. H. Van Loan, the celebrated 
photoplaywright, is responsible for 
the invention of the novel ques- 
tionnaire which has uncovered hid- 
den photodramatists in all walks 
of life. With Malcolm McLean, 
formerly Professor of short-story 
writing at Northwestern University, 
he hit upon the happy idea of 
adapting the tests which were used 
in the United States Army, and 
applying them to this search for 
story-telling ability. 

The results have been phenom- 
enal. In the recent J. Parker 
Read, Jr., competition all three 
prizes amounting to $5,000 were 
awarded to students of the Palmer 
Photoplay Corporation, which is 



conducting this search by means 
of the Van Loan Questionnaire. 



THESE are the leaders behind 
the search for screen writing 
talent. They form the Advisory 
Council of the Palmer Photoplay 
Corporation. 



Thomas H. Ince 
Thos. H. Ince 
Studios 

Frank E. Woods 
Chief Supervis- 
ing Director Fa- 
mous Players- 
Lasky Corp. 

Rex Ingram 
Director of "The 
Four Horsemen 
of the Apoca- 
lypse" 

C. Gardner 

Sullivan 
Author and 
Producer 



Allan Dwan 
Allan Dwan 
Productions 

Lois Weber 
Lois We be r 
Productions, 
Inc. 

Rob Wagner 
Author and 
Screen Authori- 
ty 

Jamer R. Quirk 
Editor and Pub- 
lisher Photoplay 
Magazine 



The experiment has gone far 
enough to prove conclusively (1) 
that many people who do not at 
all suspect their ability can write 
scenarios; and that (2) this free 
questionnaire does prove to the 
man or woman who sends for it 
whether he or she has ability 
enough to warrant development. 

An evening with this novel de- 
vice for self-examination is highly 
fascinating as well as useful. It is 
a simple test applied in your own 
home. Its record is held confiden- 
tial by the Corporation. 

The Palmer Photoplay Corpora- 
tion offers you this free test because 

Scores of Screen Stories are 
needed by producers 

Scores of good stories could be sold 
at once, if they were available. The 



Palmer Photoplay Corporation ex- 
ists first of all to sell photoplays to 
producers. Its Educational Depart- 
ment was organized for one purpose 
and one only — to develop screen 
writers whose stories it can sell. 

Look over the list of leaders in the 
motion picture industry who form 
its advisory council. These leaders 
realize (1) that the future of the 
screen drama is absolutely depen- 
dent upon the discovery and train- 
ing of new writers. They realize (2) 
that writing ability and story-telling 
ability are two entirely different 
gifts. Only a few can write; many 
can tell a story, and, with training, 
can tell it in scenario form. The 
Palmer . Photoplay Corporation is 
finding these story-tellers in homes 
and offices all over the land. 

You are invited to try; 
clip the coupon 

The whole purpose of this adver- 
tisement is to invite readers of True 
Stories to take the Van Loan Ques- 
tionnaire test. If you have read 
this page up to this point, your 
interest is sufficient to warrant 
addressing the invitation to you di- 
rectly. In all sincerity, and with 
the interests of the motion picture 
industry at heart, the Palmer Photo- 
play Corporation extends you its 
cordial invitation to try. Who can 
tell what the reward may be in your 
case? 

For your convenience the coupon 
is printed on this page. The ques- 
tionnaire is free and your request 
for it incurs no obligation on your 
part. 



PALMER PHOTOPLAY Corporation, Department of Education, 1 "- s - * 
124 West 4th St., Los Angeles, Cal. 




PLEASE send me. without cost 
or obligation on my part, your 
questionnaire. I will answer the 
questions in it and return it to 
you for analysis. If I pass the 
test. I am to receive further In- 
formation about your Course 
and Service. 



Name . 



Address. 
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DIAMONDS 

For a Few Cents a Day 




Send No Money 

Wo will send yoa— upon 
your simple request — 
your choice of diamond 
bargains — the greatest 
Id America! Dn not send a 
penny In advance. When 
the ring comes, examine It. 
Yoa nro tha judge. If It Is 
not, without exception, the 
greatest value you nave ever 
seen, send It back— nt our 
expense I If you decide to 
beep it. It Is yours -tor a 
lew cents a day. You may 
order direct from this ad- 
vertisement If you wish. 
Don't send a cent. You do 
not risk a penny. 

Charge-Account Plan 

By our new cbarse-account 
plan, you may pay for your 
choice of hundreds of pieces 
of exquisite jewelry In aunts 
so small that you would 
never think of saving them. 
You ore also guaranteed 8 
percent yearly dividends 
— and a 6 percent bonus 
may be earned. 

Send for Bargain Book 

Send your namo and address 

today for our new 138-page 

book, showing hundreds of 

unmatchnbie diamond bar- 

Siains. Sent absolutely 
roe. It explains the divi- 
dend offer and bonus plan. 
Write today to Oept. 1985 



1 Maiden Lane, New York N.Y. 



GERMAN M All St R 

Latest Model 9 Shot Automatic 



25 CAL. 



.95 




*19 

I S I Less than ha! J 
JLMM pre-war price*. 
32 Cal. 13.95. Snoots COLTS __ 
al 1 standard cartridges. Convenlen t to 
carry — lies flat in the pocket — perfect 
safety device. All our guns brand new 
direct from factory, absolutely perfect. 

8. m 25 Cal. BLUE STEEL ARMY 
.45 AUTOMATIC — 32 Cal. S10.45. 
__ OUR OTHER BIG SPECIALS : 
Vest Pocket Pistol-- S5.95. World's 
Famous Lurter 30 cal. S19.95. — Hand Ejector 
ncvolverswlng out cylinder 32 cal. S16.95. Offi- 
cers automatic blue Bteel pocket squeezer grin 3 
safeties. 25 cal. SI 0.50. 



SEND NO M ON JET 



PAT POSTMAN ON DELIVERY. Satisfaction 
Guaranteed or moneyprompUyrefunded 

UNIVERSAL SALES CO. 

141 Broadway DESK 236 New York, N.Y. 
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SEND NO MONEY 

THIS WONDERFUL BARGAIN cannot be duplicated any- 
where. THREE beautiful dress shirts for only $3.19. Value 
$4.50 guaranteed. Each shirt beautifully made. Soft 
Cuffs. Coat Style Fronts . Highest quality materials. A 
genuine money saving bargain to Introduce my Hue of 
shirts to new customers. SEND NO MONEY NOW. Pay 
1'oatman S8.19 plus postage upon arrival. Every penny 
returned AT- ONCE (f not delighted. All shirts are, 
white with assorted color stripes. Latest New York style. 
Send postal or letter now while this offer lasts. Not more 
than three shirts to a customer. 

F. V. Frankc I, Depl. D-l 1 55, 353 5lh Avenue, New York City 



By Note or Ear. With or without music. Short Course. 
Adult beginners taunht by mail. No teacher required. 
Self-instruction Course for Advanced Pianists. Learn 
67 styles of Bass. 180 Syncopated Effects. Blue Harmony, 
Oriental Chime, Movie and Cafe Jazz, Trick Endings, 
Clever Hrenks, Space Fillers. Sax Slurs, Triple Hush. Wicked Har- 
mony, BlucObbligato, and 247 other Subjects, including Ear Playing. 
110 pages or KKAL JAZZ, 25,000 words. A postal brings our FREE 
Special Offer. 

Waterman Piano School ^^R^cm}**- 




1 Lowes t Prices in America on Genuine Diamonds. 
Free trial; lowest monthly terms. 300,000 satis- 
fied customers. Write now for new Bargain Book, 
H»r»MUtlimmHCo..Daitl985 204 S. Peoria St- Chicairo 



If he could only send me five dollars — 
believing as he did that I was dependent 
on him — what was he living on, poor 
boy? I shuddered as I remembered the 
way he had given me fifteen dollars and 
kept one — to give to the porter. That 
night, I cried on my pillow, I was so wor- 
ried about him. 

The next Thursday, there was no letter! 

T FAIRLY staggered out of the place, 
*■ and was just barely feeling my way 
along the dark, silent street. 

Suddenly an automobile slid silently 
up to the curb beside me, and a man 
sprang out. In a flash he had me in the 
seat beside him, and the car was speed- 
ing up the street. I opened my mouth for 
a good scream, and then quite suddenly 
found that I was looking into the eyes 
of my own Benny! 

He was grinning triumphantly at me. 

"Hello, Kit," was all he said: but his 
face told the rest that I wanted to know. 

"Qh, Benny!" was all I answered, but 
I guess my voice and the way I clung to 
his arm told him all he wanted to know. 
For the next minute we had a clear street 
and the car was shooting forward in 
Benny's regular style. Neither of us 
said another word till we were well out- 
side the city limits. 

Then he stopped the car and held his 
arms out to me. 

"Benny," I said, with my head nestled 
closeagainsthischeek, "before you tell me 
a word, I want you to know that I take 
back all the unkind things I ever said. I 
love you, and 1*11 go with you anywhere, 
any time, any way, any how." 

His arm drew me closer. 

"Kit," he said, "you're the real thing. 
I don't deserve this; but I'm going to, if 
I can. Do you want to know what I've 
been doing?" 

"Yes," I said. And I leaned a little closer. 

"Well," he said, "the only thing I 
really knew anything about was driving 
an automobile. So I went to the taxi 
company and got a job. It wasn't long 
before I saw that the thing that com- 
pany's service needed was pep." He 
chuckled a little bit. "You remember I 
was always rather long on pep, especially 
with automobiles. Well, I started right 
out to give my passengers peppy service. 
Kitty, these folks here don't know what 
real driving is. Pretty soon I had a few 
of them sitting up and taking notice. 

"'"pHEN I got a hunch that I could cap- 

* ture more trade if I showed my pas- 
sengers a way to recognize my car the 
next time. So I made up a little round 
sign about three inches across, 'We get 
you there,' and I showed that sign to 
every passenger I carried and my work 
soon almost doubled. 

"Then I got the big idea: I ought to 
be working for myself. So I decided to 
take a chance. 

"I pawned everything I had," he said, 
"and had my own car sent on here from 
the garage. Then I gave the taxi com- 
pany the grand bounce and started in for 
myself. And Kit, already I'm earning 
more than I was for them. 

"But tliat isn't all. Just as quick as 
I get a little capital together, I'm 
going to mortgage this car and buy an- 
other just like it. Then I'm going to 



pick the best driver from that hick Taxi 
Company — I've got him spotted now— 
and start him in doing things in my style. 
Before you know it we'll be pushing the 
regulars off the map." 

He paused a moment. Suddenly an 
idea flashed into my mind. 

"Benny," I exclaimed eagerly, "you 
need some money to help you get started. 
Listen. I still have that thousand dollar 
check that made so much trouble. It 
would do some good." 

I stopped. I coidd feel him catch his 
breath, and his whole body stiffened. 

"Kit," he said, "I want to forget that 
check, if I ever can." 

"I'm sorry," I said, and hugged him. 

But I did want to see brains and pep 
like his get ahead, and another idea was 
buzzing in my mind. 

"Listen, Benny," I said, "I've got ten 
thousand in my own name at home. Dad 
gave it to me for a wedding present, and 
I never thought of telling you before. 
We could use that." 

But he shook his head. 

"You don't understand, girl," he said 
in a low voice. "You made a man out 
of me; and I want to stay all man. Can't 
you trust me a little longer. Pretty soon 
I'll have enough to set up a pretty decent 
little home for a starter. 1 would have 
waited till I had it, but I just had to see 
you once, at least, to be sure I wasn't 
losing you. You'll wait, won't you?" 

TJIS voice was pretty choky, and I just 
■*--l about wanted to cry for love of him. 
But I didn't. Instead I said : 

"But, Benny. I want to begin with 
you now. Why can't we? Two people 
can live together as cheaply as apart." 

He swallowed liard. But shook his head . 

"God, Kit, I wish we could; but we 
couldn't live on what I'm making. You 
see the rent and the food, and the servant, 
even if we only had one, would go 'way 
beyond wliat we're spending separately: 
and I couldn't save anything to expand 
the business." He squeezed my hand. 
"You wait a bit, Kitty. I'll manage it 
soon. Besides — we'll see each other — 
often. That'll make it bearable. I 
couldn't have gone on without knowing 
— how you felt." 

Then I took his hand in mine and told 
him what I'd been doing, and how sure I 
was that I could now make a home for a 
real man: and I told him of the money I 
had saved, and said we could make a first 
payment on furniture with it, and — and 
then I couldn't say anything more, for 
Benny had me in his arms and was kissing 
me, and I could feel tears on my face that 
didn't come from my eyes either. 

A week later we were in a cozy little 
house facing on a park, and happy is 
not the word to use to tell how we felt. 
W'e had been through enough of unhappi- 
ness to know that there was no word 
strong enough to express our state of 
mind during the first few weeks of our 
honeymoon — and still — and for a long 
time to come, I believe. 

For I still can see Vera's eyes before me 
often when I go to bed at night; and now 
I can smile back into them, and say, "It's 
all right, little sister. You're going to 
spend your next vacation with us and 
some day you are going to help take care 
of — our babies." 
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Ray* Your Favorite 
Musical Instrument 



New Method Makes It Easy 



Wi'WW' 




Hundreds of people have musical 
talent and ability and don't know it. 
Hundreds of people are depriving them- 
selves of the pleasure that 
only music can bring, be- 
cause they don't know how 
to play, and they don't want 
to spend years in learning. 
Taking lessons from a regu- 
lar music instructor means 
long, tedious hours of prac- 
tice; and it takes months 
and months and months, 
often years, before you can 
actually play with credit — 
before you can entertain 
your family and friends. No 
wonder this method is so dis- 
couraging— no wonder so many men and 
women, once they have commenced to 
take music lessons, discontinue so soon 
afterwards. And who can blame them ?Life 
istooshort todevotc somuchtimetoprac- 



For Beginners or 


Advanced Pupils 


Piano 


Harmony 


Organ 


and 


Violin 


Composition 


Drums and 


Sight Singing 


Traps 


Guitar 


Mandolin 


Ukulele 


Clarinet 


Harp 


Flute 


Cornet 


Saxophone 


Piccolo 


'Cello 


Trombone 


Hawaiian 


Banjo 


Guitar 


Tenor Banjo 


Voice and 


Speech Culture 


Automatic 


Finger Control 



tiring uninteresting exercises and scales. 
At last a new method has been 

evolved that makes it remarkably easy 
for you to play your favorite 
musical instrument — that 
enables you to master it 
within an amazingly short 
time. Without any mus- 
ical education or special 
training, you can learn 
to play any kind of 
lilusic, by NOTE. Even 
though you don't know the 
first thing about music at 
the start, you can become 
a finished musician within 
a remarkably short time. 
There are no numbers to 

follow or "trick methods" to apply. 

It is a rapid, efheient, scientific 

method that permits you to use the 

same notes as Kreizler, Paderewski, 

Galli-Curci, etc., etc. 



Free Test of Your Musical Ability 



We will send you FREE a wonderful 
book which explains how to test your 
own musical ability. It is also filled with 
interesting information about the joy 
of music, how to learn both theory and 
practice, how music will open the door 
to the finer things in life, how it adds 
to your personal charm, how it enables 
you to make more friends, and how it 
can bring you success. It also tells 
you how automatic finger control can be 
gained, how to choose an instrument, 
how to get a Teachers' Certificate and 
many other interesting facts. 

Coupon Below Brings It 

There is no cost, no obligation to 
learn all about this wonderful new, 
easy, quick method of mastering your 
favorite musical instrument. The book 
is FREE— send for it TODAY, before 



the edition is exhausted. Simply fill out 
the coupon below and mail it to us or if 
you prefer, send us a letter or a postal 
card. But be sure to send AT ONCE. 
Please write name and address plainly. 
U. S. SCHOOL pF MUSIC 1725 Bruns- 
wick IJIdg. New York. 

The Largest School of Music in the World 

U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC 

1725 Brunswick Bid g., New York 
Please send me absolutely FREE and without obliga- 
tion the wonderful Hook which shows how to test my 
own natural musical ability and also discloses the wonder- 
ful new way to become an expert musician in my spare 
moments at home. 1 name below the instrument I am 
particularly interested in. 



Name. 



Address 

City State. 

Name of Instrument 
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Only $4.00 

Down 

Brand-New- 
Factory 
To You 

Big Saving— Factory Price 

Buy a brand-new, unused typewriter — at a price 
never equalled on a full-size standard machine. 

A Mechanical Marvel . 

This typewriter is unexcelled in the quality of work it 
perfoims, meets the speed tests of the most expert typ- 
ists, is so simple and sturdy in construction that it will 
last a business lifetime, and is fully guaranteed. 

Standard In All Features 

Full size, 4 rows of keys, single shift, tabulator, 2 color 
ribbon, back spacer, entirely visible. 

Not An Experiment 

This typewriter embodies the ideas and experience of 
mechanical geniuses who have been making type- 
writers and typewriter improvements for generations. 

Ten days' free trial. Small 
monthly payments like rent. 

Send coupon today for full information about the 
greatest of all typewriter offers. Don't miss it. Act now. 

ANNELI/ TYPEWRITER CO. 

1919 First National Bank Building, Chicago. 
Not an Order. Cut Out and Mail at Onoe. 
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ANNELL' TYPEWRITER CO. 

1919 First Nat'l Bank Bldg., Chicago. 
Send me complete information about your 
wonderful typewriter offer. This places mo 
under no obligation. 



Music Lessons 



UNDER MASTER TEACHERS t 



3 At Home 



A Complete Conservatory Course 



By 



Ki| "I Wonderful home Btudy^music lessons under 



i great American and European teachers. 
Endorsed by Paderewski. Master teachers guide and coach 
you. Lessons a marvel of simplicity and completeness. 

Ally InStnimeilt youarelntereTtedS 
Piano Harmony, Voice, Public School Music, Violin, Cornet. 
Mandolin, Guitar. Banjo, or Reed Organ— and we will send 
our Free Catalog with details of course you want. Send now* 

UNIVERSITY EXTENSION CONSERVATORY 
594 Sicgcl-Myers Bldg. Chicago, Illinois 

8 Professions 
AND THEIR OPPORTUNITIES 
l Which of these professions could 
■ you put your heart into? Yon 
I can earn $6,000 to $10,0(10 n year 
I in it. Prepare in spnro time at 
f home under successful bankers, 
sales managers, advertiaintr ex- 
ecutives, brokers, corporation 
officials, etc. Under our special — 
method each student is a class of one. Write tor booklet. 

UNIVERSAL BUSINESS INSTITUTE. 1072 Pullman Bldg., New York 



Salesmanship 
Advertising 
Banking 
Brokerage 
Real Estate 
Credit Manager 




SPECIAL LOW PRICES— 30 DAYS TRIAL 

Genuine blue-white diamonds now 'sold direct to you 
by DIAMOND IMPORTERS at wholesale prices on 
cred it at 40% discount. 14 K t. solid gold rings included 
free. Give finger size. V* carat only $48.75 ; Vz carat 
S97.50 ; % carat $ 1 46.25. If satisfied pay V5 down 
and balance in 10 monthly payments. We guarantee to 
please you or return your money. Order direct from ad. 
or write for 128-page bargain catalog of other jewelry. 
*f WQ.000 and 42 years' experience are back of our guarantees 

a /^iiTTcnjCAMC WHOLESALE JEWELERS 

BfcpClUTTt:P#rSG)NSi72NASSAUST..Dir.421,N.wYor 



A Scrap of Paper 

(Continued from page 48) 



*TpHE next morning when she woke up, 
■*• she found the place beside her empty. 

"Oh, dear me!" she thought. "Here 
I've overslept because we were up so late 
last night, and Jake has had to get his 
own breakfast." 

A glance at the table showed no soiled 
dishes, and a hurried look into the shed 
revealed an empty stall. Jake had gone 
with the horse and wagon. Feeling very 
remorseful about her breakfastless hus- 
band, Sarah Jane went slowly back to the 
kitchen; and there her eyes fell on the 
little slip of paper that changed all of life 
for her. It was a note tucked under a 
plate, and she read with unbelieving eyes : 

Dear Sarah Jane — 

I'm called away real sudden, and I have to 
go. But just keep on believing that you'll 
see me again, because I'm sure coming back. 

Jake. 

CHE stood dazed for a minute, swaying 
*"* a little on her feet; then she crumpled 
up in a chair, and with her head on the 
kitchen table, sobbed her heart out in 
great, tearing sobs. Gone! Her Jake! 
The immensity of that fact crowded out 
the abruptness of his going, and the 
queerness of it. She was conscious only 
of the aching loneliness in her heart, and 
the emptiness at her side. 

The days that followed were pretty 
black for Sarah Jane. She was too 
proud to go to her parents, and the lone- 
liness of her devoted little heart nearly 
killed her. She missed Jake in every 
move she made, and she was bewildered 
in her face to face struggle with want. 

Once her parents heard of her, about a 
year after her marriage, from a friend who 
lived at Ridgeville. 

"I don't believe that fellow that mar- 
ried your girl is doing very well," she said. 
"I hear she's taking in washing." 

And then she was sorry she had spoken 
when she saw the look that came into the 
mother's face. The father's only set in 
sterner lines. They had planned to make 
a school teacher out of her. 

CEVEN years passed by, and found 
^ Sarah Jane still waiting. They had 
been desperate, weary years,, and she 
little realized that, should Jake return, 
he would scarcely recognize the thin, un- 
attractive woman who had been the 
pretty girl he had left behind. 

She kept absolutely to herself, shun- 
ning any attempt at friendliness on the 
part of the neighbors, until they withdrew. 
But she kept her faith in Jake. Whenever 
the emptiness became unbearable she 
would slip her little box of treasures 
from the corner of the bureau drawer, 
and read again the worn yellow piece of 
paper with the comforting words, "I'm 
sure coming back." Then she could go 
on with the empty days ahead, serene 
in the faith that he would keep his word. 

She had moved to the outskirts of the 
nearby city that she might be closer to the 
people who needed washing done for them. 
But she had painted a little sign on the 
door of the old shack telling where she 
had gone. She hated her new environ- 
ment. Her cottage was in a cluster of 



poor little houses that nestled in the 
shadow of the big glue factory, and the 
odor was an all-enveloping twenty-four- 
hours-a-day affair. But that was why 
the rent was cheap, and Sarah Jane was 
very careful with her money. Her one 
joy in life was her growing stack of 
money. 

"Think how surprised and pleased 
Jake will be when he finds I have enough 
for a little home," she thought many a 
time, as she filled her days with hard and 
weary work. 

/~\NE day, as she was slipping a shawl 
^-^ over her head to go after the washing 
of some new people who had just moved 
into one of the new houses erected for the 
workmen employed in the factory, she 
heard two of her neighbors discussing her 
over the fence. 

"Yes, ain't she the queerest thing? 
And they say she really thinks he's comin' 
back. You'd think she'd quit that by 
this time." 

"Don't she never hear from him?" 

"I dunno. Nobody does. Like as 
not he's in the pen for some crime he's 
committed. Land sakes! I smell my 
beans aburning." 

Sarah Jane's head went up. 

"That's why I can't l>e friends with 
anybody. They say such mean things 
about Jake. They'd try to get me to be- 
lieve them too. And I couldn't live if I 
didn't go on believing that he'll come 
back to me." 

As she mounted the steps of the little 
house to which she was going, she sighed 
wistfully. It was so neat and cozy. 

"Some day," the happy thought surged 
through her, "Jake and I will have a home 
like this." 

After she had knocked she caught her 
breath sharply. A man on the other side 
of the door was evidently addressing his 
wife. 

"Now be quick about giving me my 
dinner, and don't be gassing with the 
neighbors." 

"How queer," she said to herself, "I 
didn't know there could be another voice 
so much like Jake's in the world." 

THEN the door opened. 
"Oh, yes, you're the woman who's 
come after the wash. I've got it right 
here behind the door." And the woman 
pushed the basket out to her. Then she 
turned back into the kitchen. "Say, 
Jake, did you put your last shirt in here?" 

Sarah Jane trembled and shrank back 
at the sound of that familiar name. 
Slowly, fearfully, she raised her eyes to 
the man who came out on the porch, 
wolfing huge bites from a bread-and- 
butter sandwich he held. 

For the second time in her life, her 
world went black before her. But she 
steadied herself with a great effort and 
looked again, unable to take in the signifi- 
cance of what she saw. For there stood 
her Jake, in another woman's home, eat- 
ing another woman's bread. She saw the 
same black hair pushed back from his 
forehead, the hard, sullen lines that had 
become permanent in his face, the once 
(Continued on page 86) 
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Correct position 

for playing the 

Hawaiian 

Guitar 



Just Like the Hawaiians! 

Because Our Native Hawaiian Instructors Will Help You 

Our method of teaching is so simple, plain and easy that you begin on 
a piece with your first lesson. In half an hour you can play it. Thou- 
sands of successful students prove this to be true. It is quite aston- 
ishing to find the ease with which you can master the Hawaiian 
Guitar. No matter how little your knowledge of music may be. 
You can positively learn to play by our plain and easy method. 

We have reduced the necessary 
motions you learn to only four— 
and you acquire these in a few 
minutes. Then it is only a matter 
of practice to acquire the weird, 
fascinating tremolos, staccatas, 
slurs, and other effects that make 
this instrument so de- 

Slightful. The Hawaiian 
Guitar plays any kind of 
music, both the melody 
and the accompaniment. 





1. "STROKE 



2. "TIP" 




THIS BEAUTITWL 
GENUINE HAWA§\N 

GUITA] 

Wbrfh$20.^ 



3. "PICK 



4. "BAR" 



ANY ONE CAN LEARN THESE 4 EASY MOTIONS 
Letters From Two of Our Many Happy Students 



Snn Quentin, Calif.. Jnn 15, 1922. 
First Hawaiian Conservatory of Music, Inc. 

903-911 Woolworth Bldg., New York, N, Y, 
Dear Sirs: Lessons eighteen and nineteen came last 
evening and 1 was pleased to see that they are begin- 
ning to get hard, or at least a little bit more to learn 
in them. I have a great deal of spare time to pat in on 
the Guitar and I enjoy it. Your course is tho simplest 
and most interesting 1 have ever tried to learn. 1 am 

fretting along fine and can play every lesson up to the 
astone, and I can readily see that when I have finished 
with all of the lessons I will be able to play most 
anything and play it good, I am, in appreciation. 

Yours truly, J. E. FERGUSON* 

P.S. If at any time you wish to use my name as a 
reference for your course you may do so, as I think 
that any one who takes it up Will derivo a great 
benefit from it and never regret it. 



as soon as you 
enroll for the 
lessons. Just 
think of it 52 
lessons on this 
—wonderful 
Guitar. All 
the necessary 
picks, the 
steel play- 
ing bar, 
and 52 pieces 
of music are 
included 
without 
cost to you. 

Special arrangements for lessons if you have your own Guitar 

PLAY ANY KIND OF MUSIC 



218 West Elm St., E. Rochester, N. Y. 
January 20th, 1922 
First Hawaiian Conservatory of Music, Inc. 
903-915 Woolworth Bldg., N. Y. City, N. Y, 

Dear Sirs: Having completed your course on the 
Hawaiian Guitar, I wish to thank you for your inter- 
est in my progress during the course and promptness 
in sending the lessons. I wish also to thank you for 
the Guitnr duet and special instructions concerning 
duct playing. Although I was away during the sum- 
mer, my lessons were forwarded to me eo I never 
missed one. Since returning home, my friend and I 
have renewed our attempts at playing together and 
are all pleased with the result. I am quite satisfied 
with mv course and Guitar. Everyone likes the tone 
of my Guitar, my friend likes it even better than the 
tone of her own. I shall be glad to write to anyone 
who is in doubt about taking nny of your courses. 

Sincerely, WINIFRED A. HAZEN 
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No Red Tape— No Delay— 

Ten Days Free Trial 

New beautiful cluster. Seven fine, fiery, 
brilliant. Blue-Wliiti*. perfectly cut Diamonds, 
platinum set. Exact replica l!4 carat solitaire — 
difference cannot be detected with the naked eye 
at reading distance. 

Send only $3.00 or send a postal and pay post- 
man that amount. Wcnr rinir TEN DAYS. If dissatisfied 
in any way, or if you find you can duplicate rinjf any when; 
a' our pru-c return to us and your money will be imme- 
diately refunded. Otherwise pay only $4.25 monthly until 
total price of $45. OU has been paid— posi- 
tively the lowest price at which thii tinit 
has ever been offered to the public. 

livery rintr sold under our binding ictiar- 
nntec and exchangeable at full value, 
plus 9 per cent, per annum. 

Send for our FREE Catalog of Din- 
niontih, WatcheH, Jewelry; best values in 
America— your own terms, within reason 
—pay aa you please. We stand alone in 
this nstoundimcly liberal credit offer. 



PAY AS YOU PLEASE 




DESIGN 




Put these beautiful Oriental design Tan- 
esriy Rugs in front of your bureau, sofa < 
piano. Size 57x24. 

Built tostand the hardest wear. Resemble rugs 
retailing up to $10.00. Most of our customers 
re-order. Don't miss this wonderful money 
saving offei . Rush your order to-day. 
HOW TO ORDER-SEND NO MONEY. Just ru-h your name a"d ad- 
dress. Kuics shipped you by return mail. Pay postman only $2.98 and 
poaiua on arrival. Money back if not satisfied after examination. 
Send tor FREE Treasure Chest Booklet. 

THE TREASURE CHEST 

Dept. N-100. 342 Madison Ave., New York, N. Y. 

Free to Writers! 

A WONDERFUL BOOK— rend about III 
Tells how easily Stories and Plays are con- 



Writers 1 

<m ; 



i WONDERFUL BOOK— rend about III 
\ Tells how easily Stories and Plays are con- 
1 celved, written, perfected, sold. Mow many 
j who don't DREAM they can write, suddenly 
1 find it out. How the Scenario Kings and tha 
J StoryQueensliveandwork. How bright men 
I and women, without any special experience, 
I learn to their own amazement that their slm- 
I plest Ideas may furnish brilliant plots for Plays 
I and Stories. Howone'sownlmaginationmay 
I provide an endless gold-mine of Ideas that 
] bring Happy Success and Handsome Cash 
I Royalties. How new writers get their names 
into print. How to tell if you ARE a writer. 
I How to develop your "story fancy,'* weave 
clever word-pictures and unique, thrilling, 
•realistic plots. How your friends may l»e your worst judges. 'How 
to avoid discouragement and the pitfalls of l-'aihire, HowtO win! 
This surprising book is absolutely free. No charge. No obliga- 
tion. Vourcopyiswaiting for you. Write for it mow. Just address 

AUTHORS' PRESS. Dept. 70. AUBURN, NEW YORK 



MADE 




You can learn easily and quickly 
at homo In your spare tlmo. In* 
dividual Instruction. Thousands 
of successful students. Largest 
correspondence school In the 
world. Write for particulars. 
International Correspondence 
Schools. Box 6284-E, 
Scranton, 
P«DDI. 



Secrets bt Beauty 
Parlors Revealed 



Formerly Closely Guarded Secrets, Now Yours 

We make you expert in all branches, such as muscle strap, 
mud pack, dyeing, marcel, skin work, manituring, etc. 
Earn S40 to $75 a week. No oxpcri.nco necessary. Study at 
)i"inL' in sparo timo. Earn while you learn. Authorized diploma. 
Money-back Ruarantce. Get FREE book. Oriental System of 
Beauty Culture, Dept. 125, 1000 Dlversey Blvd., Chicago 



handsome mouth and chin that showed 
all their weakness now. 

He suddenly turned and looked at her. 
She held her breath and tried to control 
her violent trembling. But no look of 
recognition crossed his face. He hadn't 
known her. And then she realized what 
had happened to her while she was wait- 
ing for him. 

His wife came out again to add some- 
thing to the laundry. 

"You look real poorly," she was saying. 
"Judy, you come and help her down the 
steps with the clothes." 

AT her call a twelve-year-old girl came 
■^*- into the room, with Jake's eyes and 
hair and good-looking mouth. So he had 
belonged to them before he had to her. 



"Oh, no, no," cried Sarah Jane stum- 
bling down the stairs. Somehow she 
groped her blind way home, shut the door 
of her little house behind her, and leaned 
against it for a long time, staring straight 
ahead of her. At last she crept to the 
bureau, drew out the little yellow paper, 
and read again: 

Deah Sarah Jane — 

I'm called away real sudden, and I have to 
go. But just keep on believing that you'll see 
me again, because I'm sure coming back. 

Jake. 

Slowly, bit by bit, she tore up the piece 
of paper that liad been the strength of 
her life. 

Jake had come back. 



The Green-Eyed Monster 

{Continued from page 28) 



I tried to rest, to pull myself together — 
it wasn't fair to my patient to undertake 
an operation with unsteady nerves. As 
the morning went by and nothing un- 
usual happened, I began to relax, and by 
the time my patient was ready for the 
table I had gained control of myself. 

I was just about to begin the opera- 
tion when the door flew open and my wife 
stood before ns. She gave my assistant a 
glance, then quickly crossing the room, 
rudely shoved her away. 

"Get out of here!" she cried. "I'll 
assist my husband in his operation." 

For a moment it seemed to me as if my 
heart would cease to beat. Before me lay 
a patient whose life was in my hands; be- 
side me stood the nurse with the neces- 
sary implements to make the operation a 
success. 

With a calmness such as I had never 
before known, I asked the two doctors 
present to take my wife out. I'll frankly 
confess it took them both to do it, and 
during the remainder of the operation 
they kept her out. How — I never had the 
courage to ask. 

WHEN the operation was finished I 
simply collapsed. Mrs. Gibson got 
me into a chair and gave me a stimulant. 

"I understand, Doctor," she said 
quietly. "I'll leave the office." 

"You'll go against my will if you do," I 
answered truthfully. 

"I'll do whatever you wish," Mrs. Gib- 
son said. "You know there are no grounds 
for her accusation, and to leave after what 
she said before the doctors this morning 
would be ruinous to my reputation." 

I agreed she couldn't afford to leave, 
and we resolved to make the best of what- 
ever came. 

The best, however, proved to be more 
than either my assistant or I could stand. 

My wife found she could make Mrs. 
Gibson very uncomfortable in a number 
of ways. She dropped in at the office un- 
expectedly, sometimes several times a 
day, quite obviously in order to trap us. 
Sometimes she would sit there hour after 
hour watching the nurse's every move 
with suspicious eyes. 

One day I came upon her taking pos- 
session of Mrs. Gibson's desk. My assis- 



tant remonstrated, but nothing would 
move my wife. I tried to explain to her 
the necessity of keeping records in order. 
But she would only see that 1 was defend- 
ing the "other woman" — and a violent 
scene followed. 

I talked and reasoned until there was 
nothing left to talk or reason about. Only 
the removal of Mrs. Gibson from my 
office, she declared over and over, would 
satisfy her. 

I REALIZED at that time I no longer 
loved her — what I had loved never 
really existed — but past experience told 
me a separation with her would mean a 
loss of my boy as well, and I couldn't tear 
myself away from him. How anything 
sweet, bright and sunny could ever have 
been created by such a woman, is even 
yet beyond my comprehension, so I clung 
to my boy by night, notwithstanding the 
continuous ravings of my wife, and clung 
to my assistant through the day amid 
humiliating scenes that seemed greater 
than I could bear. 

Mrs. Gibson was a strong character 
and. us I said before, my patients adored 
her. Consequently, my w r ife found it no 
easy matter to oust her, but her presence 
forever in the office and her constant 
sneers finally began to have weight. Both 
my assistant and I fell the strain. I lost 
my appetite, my nerves gave way, and I 
realized I was no longer capable of trust r 
ing my hand with a surgical knife. Mrs. 
Gibson lost the cheery disposition that 
had created such a pleasant atmosphere in 
our office; our patients felt it, too, and 
we both realized our business was slipping 
away. Time and again we tried to talk it 
over, but never could we have a five- 
minutes' conversation uninterrupted by 
my wife. 

THINGS kept going from bad to worse 
until one morning in sheer desperation 
I called Mrs. Gibson into the operating- 
room and locked the door behind her in 
the hope of planning some way to save 
ourselves. It was the only opportunity 
my wife had ever had to accuse us of secret 
action. Consequently, when we came out 
we found her in the main hall, raving like 
a lunatic — shrieking to everybody who 
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came by that she had at last caught us — 
that her suspicions had been correct — 
that the woman posing as my nurse was 
no more than a harlot. 

With that accusation, all the pent-up 
wrath that I had endured for the years of 
my married life seemed to break from me. 
I felt as though I should shake the intoler- 
able lie from her very lips. But pride — a 
heritage that was mine by birth — pre- 
vented my doing so. I did, however, clap 
my hand over her mouth and bodily carry 
her downstairs, then thrust her into a car 
and drove home. For the first time in my 
life I held the floor. When she raved I 
out-raved her; if she stamped her feet 1 
jumped straight up and down — she had 
at last made a demon, such as she was 
herself, of me. 

When I went back to the office, Mrs. 
Gibson was packing up her belongings — 
she couldn't stand the strain any longer — 
she was going to her sister's for a much- 
needed rest. I didn't try to keep her — I 
couldn't after what had happened. 

AFTER she left I tried to pull myself 
• together; common sense told me 
my career in that city was over; stern ex- 
perience told me I could judge the future 
by the past, and the outlook was any- 
thing but pleasant. For once my man- 
hood forsook me — 1 never wanted to see 
again the woman who had ruined my 
business as well as my life. I locked the 
office door and got into my car, neither 
thinking nor ca-ing where I went; I drcve 
on and on until at the close of the second 
day I found myself at the barnyard gate 
of my boyhood home. 

In my sorrow I had unconsciously gone 
back to my mother. Into her sympathetic 
ears I poured out the horrible story of 
what a living hell I had gone through, and 
of my desire for freedom. 

"Think seriously, son," she said when 
I had finished. "Only death can free you, 
and there's not a possible chance of you 
getting the boy." 

AT the mention of my son a lump rose 
in my throat, for suddenly I realized 
as I had never done before, how much he 
meant to me. 

There was no alternative — I couldn't 
live without my boy, and I couldn't live 
with him without the mother — so I 
determined to start all over again, and 
this time be master of my own soul at 
least. 

A few days later I went home, and, to 
my surprise, found my wife ill with 
anxiety over me. 

When I came in she threw her arms 
around me, and sobbing like a child, 
said: 

"I never realized, until I feared I had 
lost you, how terrible I was. But since I 
know," she said in a tone of submission 
I'd never heard her use before, "won't 
you give me a chance to redeem myself?" 

' I *EN years have passed away since 
■■■ then, and today I have a growing 
practice, tine in a great degree to Mrs. 
Gibson's unwavering faith in my ability, 
and her tireless efforls to rebuild the busi- 
ness my wife had destroyed by her tem- 
per. The only redeeming feature of all 
the misery I've lived through is the fact 
that my son speaks of his home today as 
a haven of rest. 
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He Will Give You Real 
Command of English 



Your use of English proclaims you to the 

world. What you say tells what you are. 

Your language largely determines your 

place among successful men. 

The greater your vocabulary, the greater 

jour power of expression and influence 

upon your fellow men. 

Commence now-rlet Grenville Kleiser 

teach you through his Mail Course in 

Practical English, how to 

Enlarge Your Stock of Words — 
Use the Right Word in the 

Right Place- 
Write Tactful, Forceful Let- 
ters; Distinctive Advertise- 
ments, Stories, Sermons, 
Poetry, Essays, Etc — 
Win Promotion and More 

Pay- 
Become an Engaging Conver- 
sationalist — 
Be a man of Culture, Power, 
and Influence in Your Com- 
munity. 

It will take only some of your spare 
moments at home; no repellent grammar 
study; each lesson as clear as daylight, 
and inspiring to the highest degree. 



Most of your thinking is done in words. 
It is impossible to think in words which 
you do not possess. Your thought must 
suffer for the words you lack. A limited 
vocabulary means limited thought, limited 
authority, and limited power. 

The idea, plan or proposal which COM- 
PELS attention is expressed in precise, 
convincing language — language persua- 
sive, forceful, and gleaming withj;<s/ the 
suggestion you're trying to "drive home." 

The average man of to-day can add 
largely to his efficiency, influence, and in- 
come if he will give a few minutes each 
day to Grenville Kleiser's fascinating 
Mail Course in Practical English. Many 
thousands of them have done so. 

IRVIN S. COBB, War Correspondent, 
Novelist, Lecturer: "Any man who helps 
English-speaking people to a better 
knowledge of practical English deserves 
praise and has mine." 

JOHN M. SIDDALL ("SID"), Editor of 
The American- Magazine: "A most helpful 
Course. There is no doubt that the men and 
women taking this Course would be able to 
express themselves in clear, concise, forceful 
English — there would be no 'malapropisms.' 
And in these days of quick decisions no one can 
afford to fumble with words. Also a fine vocab- 
ulary and a real knowledge of words arc a very 
necessary equipment to the man or woman who 
wishes to get ahead." 



FREE- 



."How to Become a 
Master of English'* 



This Booklet is absolutely free. It teems with in- 
formation on English, and Mr. Kleiser's new. 
common-sense method of teaching it. You will find 
it of great interest and value. Send the coupon 
and get it free. No agent will call upon you, 

FUNK & WAGNALLS COMPANY 

Publishers of the Famous "New 
Standard Dictionary" 

354-360 Fourth Avenue, New York City 



FUNK & WAGNALLS COMPANY. 
354-360 Fourth Avenue. New York. 

Gentlrmcn: — Send me by mail, free of charge or 
obligation, the booklet "How to Become a Master 
of English," together with full particulars of the 
Gtenvule Kleiser Course in Practical English and 
Mental Efficiency. Tr. Stor. 5-22. 
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Bead Your Eyelashes 

BLUE ROUGE THE EYELID 

No woman is more beautiful than her eyes. 
You can have radiant, lovely eyes with the 
fascinating lure of romance if you use Poirier 

Eyelash Creme, perfumed and grcaselcss, applied 
with the patented Poirier Eyelash Header. Makes 
eyelashes appear silky and luxuriant, will not 
smart or inflame the eyes, or break the lashes. 

Send S1.00 for a beautiful FRENCH IVORY 
Poirier Beauty Set. which includes EYELASH 
HEADER, box E Y E L A S H - E Y E U RO \V 
CREME, box BLUE EYELID ROUGE, dainty 
BRUSH and MIRROR. 

Full Instructions. Mention Color of Hair. 

At all Drug Stores and Beauty Parlors 

Poirier Beauty Specially *=*^T /5?\ 
Company fj< ;/> rJL 

134 Fountain Bldg. //J.?^ J ^ ^f 
Fountain Court, Cleveland, \ 
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—Send for Fashion Plates -^ 

k Custom Df.pt.. Sailors Uniform Co. 

*11 CIICLSEA ST.CHARlXSTOWNJrtASS 



Kill The Hair Root 



My method is the only way to prevent the hair from 
growing again. Easy, painless, harmless. No scars. 
Booklet free. Write today enclosing 3 stamps. We 
teach beauty culture. 25 years in business. 

D. J. 

Mahler Park 



14-J, 
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Providence, 
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The woman who is "up-to-the-minute from head to 
foot, appreciates the rare comfort and charm of our 
youthful "National Bob." 

Since fashion decreed "Bobbed Hair" there was a "Na- 
tional" demand for the "bobbed" effect — especially from 
the woman who hesitated to cut her own hair. 

So we originated the beautiful 
'"National Bob" to eliminate 
curling and burning — can be 
worn with long or bobbed hair; 
attached with two tiny combs, 
on and off in a jiffy. 



We sell Artificial $1 SO 
Eye-Lashes .... * ' ' Pr. 



HOW TO 
ORDER 

.lust send strand of jam 
hair. iind S10.00. and we ship 
your "National Hob" imme- 
diately. Satisfaction ftunr- 
antaed or money refunded. 

Srnd for KREE ratalogne. 

National Hair 

AT -j - Ask your dealer, 
IV etj or sen( ) 65 C ents 

for Boudoir Box of 6. 
Guaranteed perfect, extra size. 
State color and style (cap or fringe). 

NATIONAL HAIR GOODS COMPANY 

D.pt. 25 368 Sixth Ave., New York 




Held By Hate 

{Continued from page 25) 



a time I lay watching him silently, con- 
scious of little as yet save tliat from head 
to foot I seemed one great pain. Mateo 
lay beside me, also bound, but conscious; 
I wondered idly why Ramon had not 
completed his work and slain him. I 
was soon to know. 

"Awake again, muchacho into? That 
is well," said the half-breed at last, speak- 
ing the plain, unaccented English which 
always seemed to be his pride in his 
intercourse with Caucasians. "That is 
well," he repeated, "for I have work to 
do, you know, and Ramon's time in any 
one place is never long." 

T_JE paused for a moment, then in that 
* -*• same tone of hateful pleasantry, 
addressed Mateo. 

"You see, it is like this, Mateo. The 
muchacho wouldn't tell me where you 
cached your nuggets, and when I said I 
would break his toes, one by one, until he 
changed his mind, the young devil kicked 
me in the face and ran. For tliat kick I 
have already paid him — partly. Now, as 
it happens, I have him again — and you! 
Yes, and you, Mateo — that part of it 
means much. The boy still has a tongue 
to speak with, also toes to break! Will 
he speak? I do not know.' But you, 
Mateo — what of you? He is your friend, 
the muchacho, is he not? See — I seize 
his foot — so! Where is your cache, 
Mateo? Will you tell? No? Lie there 
then, and watch me work!" 

"Stop — you!" gasped Mateo, in his 
guttural English — well I know he had 
only paused to frame the words always 
so difficult to his tongue. "Stop! I tell 
— I give all. No hurt muchacho!" 

Ramon released my foot, laughing 
lightly, and arose. 

"I thought so," he said. "That is set- 
tled, then — all but one tiling." 

' | V HEN he passed his hand over his lips, 
* swollen from the kick of my calloused 
little heel, and the mirth left his face. 

"For that," he snarled, "take this!" 

The brute struck me savagely on the 
jaw, and I tasted blood upon my tongue. 
Poor Mateo writhed- in his bonds, and 
muttered vain oaths deep in his throat. 
Ramon waited a moment, then kicked 
us both impartially as we lay. 

"Get up," he commanded, and smiled 
in his wolfish way as if in anticipated en- 
joyment of the difficulty we must have 
in obeying his order, bound as we were. 

Clenching my jaws, I strove to gain 
my knees. I made but a single movement. 

"You dog! Drop that gun! Hold up 
your hands!" 

It was my father who spoke. He had 
come upon us silently through the under- 
brush, and stood now ten yards away, his 
rifle at his hip, his face drawn and gray. 

"Drop that gun!" he said again. 

Ramon did not obey. He had cour- 
age enough in his murderous heart. 
The muscles of his face grew rigid, but 
there was no tremor in his voice as he 
spoke. He knew my father well. 

"Sefior," he said, "the muchacho is your 
son?" 

My father did not answer. 

"SeHor" said Ramon again, "do you 



note where my pistol is pointing?" 

I had already noted. As he stood over 
me, the hand that held the cocked revol- 
ver hanging by his side, the muzzle of the 
weapon was pointed directly at my body. 

' Sewr" for the third time the bandit 
spoke, "if you so much as move an eye- 
lash, I pull the trigger!" 

A moment of silence; then my father's 
voice again, cold and hard. 

"Ramon," he said, very quietly, "if 
you hurt the boy I'll get you the next 
instant. I'll not kill you — you know 
how I can shoot — but I'll disable you. 
Then I and my brothers" — two other 
men had joined him now — "will tie you 
fast to the willows, and I'll burn you 
alive! I will — so help me Heaven!" 

AGAIN a moment of that breathless 
/*■ silence. Then Ramon's voice, calm, 
defiant. 

"What, then, shall I do?" 

"Drop your gun. Give yourself up. You 
can't escape. The Peterson and Illings- 
worth boys are above, the sheriff himself 
is at the Middle Bridge. He wants you for 
the Rieger killing. You haven't a chance." 

Ramon's rigid figure seemed suddenly 
to quiver with fury. The liand that held 
the pistol leaped upward. His voice was 
a snarling shriek. 

"That for you, then!" he screamed. 

He fired, I cannot say with what aim, 
for as he stiffened with the beast-like sug- 
gestion of a coming spring, I had writhed 
suddenly upward, bound as I was, and 
now flung myself against his knees. He 
crashed down upon me, cursing. Some- 
thing — I did not know if it were leg or 
arm — rasped across my mouth, and I bit 
savagely, thrilling with brute joy to feel 
my sharp teeth sink into the flesh. I 
heard him curse again — then there was a 
rush of feet, a sound of struggling, deep- 
drawn breaths, a sudden confusion of 
many voices uttering words quickly 
spoken but low-toned, interrupted by 
pauses that I know now were due to stren- 
uous, struggling effort. There was a 
trampling around and over me, and in 
the midst of it all someone's heavy boot 
must have struck forcibly my already 
sorely battered head. Then the con- 
fusion about me died swiftly, and I 
floated away to oblivion. 

WHEN I came back to the world 
again we were still on the hillside, 
but now it was Ramon who lay, bound 
and bruised, on the spot where Mateo had 
so lately lain. The Indian was sitting up 
on a stump nearby, blinking stolidly with 
gloomy eyes at the bandit. Then I real- 
ized that I was cradled like a baby in my 
father's arms, and he was looking down 
at me with something that looked almost 
like tears in his eyes. He was strangely 
white and his hands trembled. 

"Daddy!" I said. 

He glanced toward me for the fraction 
of a second, then turned his face away, 
his hand going to his tliroat as if he were 
choking. The sheriff came up and patted 
his shoulder with rough kindness. 

"Brace up, old man — the boy's all 
right. And that whelp tied up there is 
worth three thousand to you two!" 
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To Err Is Human 



(Continued from page CO) 
hold it in a warm clasp for a long time. 
Gradually he became stronger and was 
able to take short walks. One clay he 
asked for my company on one of his walks. 
A strange feeling came over me. I felt I 
could go to the world's end with him. 
We wandered quite a distance from the 
hospital tents. He held my arm tightly, 
but I could feel him tremble. I, too. 
shook from head to foot. Suddeuly he 
stopped, reached for me roughly, covered 
my face, neck and hair with his burning 
kisses. I forgot all, and surrendered my- 
self to him, totally, wholly. 

DASSION held me in its grip. I was 
*■ blinded with it — nothing else mat- 
tered. This was the love I had hungered 
for — this man loved me as I wanted to be 
loved. Then slowly my reason returned 
to me. God ! what liad I done? I was 
still the wife of John Ensel. 

As full realization came, I turned and 
fled. My soldier lover could, not, in his 
weakened condition, overtake me. I was 
conscious-stricken and unable to forget. 
And I remained out of his sight until I 
was transferred to other quarters. 

Then came the awful time when I real- 
ized I was to become a mother. I thought 
of John. If he had only given me the love 
I was entitled to this would never have 
happened. Wasn't he partly to blame? 

When I was discharged and got back to 
America I determined to learn the truth 
about Jolm's feeling toward me, and tell 
the truth. I longed to bare my heart and 
soul to him, no matter what happened. 

I FOUND him alone. He came toward 
* me with arms outstretched, but I 
would not let him touch me until, broken- 
ly, between sobs, I had told him all. He 
led me to my favorite chair, then looked 
into my tear-stained face and said : 

"Little girl, I never knew how much 
you meant to me until you disappeared. 
God alone knows how lonely I have been 
— how I have longed for your sweet pres- 
ence. I guess it must be love that has 
awakened me. You know I am a proud 
man, clear, so I quietly informed all our 
friends that the gay life we had been lead- 
ing told upon you and that physicians 
ordered a change of climate and complete 
quiet and rest. And I prayed God that 
you would sometime come back. 

"My lonely, empty life has revealed to 
me that love, which I always thought was 
foolish, is the greatest thing in life. I 
came to realize that you are a part of me. 
I need you, love you and want you always. 
Your child shall bear my name, and the 
world shall never know." 

IS it any wonder I remember that speech 
1 word for word? Think of what it 
meant to me, to be lifted from disgrace 
and to find love. 

My child was born a few months later. 
She bears a strong resemblance to me and 
none of her soldier father's features are 
to be traced. I read his name in the 
casualty list some time later. 

Could any woman fail to love a man as 
I now love my husband — a man so big 
and noble? Love is ours to keep now, 
and I feel that God has forgiven me for 
my great mistake. 




How One Girl Brought Joy and 
Happiness into the Lives of Others 

The True Story of How Helen overcame 
Natural Shyness and Soon Became 
the Most Popular Girl in her Town 



I USED to dread meeting new people for 
fear that they would not like mc; con- 
sequently, instead of overcoming my shy- 
ness — it grew upon me, and I reached young 
ladyhood firmly convinced that I would al- 
ways be unpopular. 

I had the mistaken impression that one must 
be the "wittiest of the witty," possess an in- 
exhaustible fund of general knowledge — in 
short dominate every gathering and impress 
others with one's importance: 

But, oh, what a wrong impression I had and 
how fortunately for mc that I soon realized 
my mistaken viewpoint and discovered the 
road to popularity and happiness — both for 
myself and others. 

How I Discovered 
My Secret of Popularity 

First I asked myself who were the most popular people 
in our town, then I figured out just "why' they were 
popular. There was Tom Randall, one of the most 
popular boys in our set. His outstanding claim to social 
success was his ability to play the piano remarkably well. 
Hut Tom had spent much money and many years of 
tedious practice to attain his present state of accomplish- 
ment. So for me popularity DV the piano route was out 
of the question. Next in order came Hazel Dawning 
whose talent lay in vocal accomplishment. Besides a 
charming, sweet disposition, she had a very clear medium 
voice, sang in the church choir and was well liked and 
invited everywhere. But thcre_ again entered the ele- 
ments of expense and time which made success along 
these lines prohibitive for me. 

Then there was Dick Bradley and F.mily Nash, the 
best dancers in town. At every dance they were the most 
conspicuous figures but otherwise not overly popular. 

Last came Blanche Smith, a clever story-teller whose 
specialty was elocution. But here again entered the 
element of money and long study. I then realized that 
these boys and girls 

Each Did One Thing Well 

Also that they contributed to the pleasure and Tj rt „, rt :j„„ T**«4-J*.,,4- A *£ AI»„.* rt 

happiness of others. Hawaiian institute oi Music 

Therefore, I determined to look around and find some- Dept. 17-Y 300 West 34th St., New York, N. Y. 

thing that I could do well and quickly that would con- 
tribute to the pleasure of others while bringing happiness Please send mc at once without obligation to mc, your 
to mc. At the same time I could not but be impressed booklet telling all about the charm of Hawaiian Music, 
with the fact that some form of music was the medium n | so iu] \ particulars about your course and how I can 
through which four out of five members of our set had obtain a gcnu i nc Hawaiian Ukulele, FREE. 
attained popularity and that of these lorn Randall, who 
played the piano, was the most popular. I laid this to 
the fact that Tom actually contributed more to the Name 

happiness of others, because he played for their enter- 

tainment, played for some to sing and played for others 

to dance. . . . 

Then one day I was reading True Story Magazine, 
when on turning the page, there right before my very 
eyes, appeared the words that were nearest to my heart. — 
"How to Become Popular." 



And I eagerly read. "If you expect to be sought after, 
invited to parties, to be a leader in your particular set, 
the answer is very simple. Your popularity and leader- 
ship will be in exact proportion to what you yourself can 
contribute to the general entertainment." 

"Have you ever noticed that popular girls and fellows 
are popular because they arc good entertainers, because 
they arc good company, and that therefore their com- 
panionship is sought?" 

"Be popular. It's easy. I,carn to play a Ukulele, 
the enchanting musical instrument that originated first 
on the sunny Hawaiian Islands and is now captivating 
people all over the world." 

"Through our Home Study Course you can easily and 
quickly learn to play the enchanting chords and "sweet 
strains of the Hawaiian Ukulele in a few simple lessons." 

Then I learned that the entire course was very in- 
expensive and that they would give me a genuine Ukulele 
FRIiK and best of all that I could pay for it on convenient 
terms, only four dollars down and two dollars a month 
thereafter until paid. 

I sent my first payment at once and could hardly wait 
for my Ukulele to arrive. Soon it came and what a 
beauty it was. And the lessons! How perfectly simple 
and easy to learn. Just think of it. By the time I had 
received my third lesson I was able to play tunes, 
chords and accompaniments. Then I quickly learned 
all the new popular airs, the old heart songs, and how to 
"rag" dance music. 

Almost Immediately 
1 became more popular 

My friends began to invite mc out more and more. I 
was kept busy attending dinner and card parties, church 
socials, dances, canoe trips, jolly picnics and outings, 
and always came the request, **nc sure and bring your 
Hawaiian Ukulele, and I always did. 

Going around so much, I constantly met new and 
interesting people, and was often the honored guest at 
exclusive parties to which formerly I would not have been 
invited. 

Also where before I had been an embarrassed "wall- 
flower" and forced to spend lonely evenings at home, all 
my time is now greatly in demand. 

And the remarkable fact to mc is that previously I 
hardly knew one tune from another, did not have an 
"ear" for music, while now in only a few short weeks [ 
have a new accomplishment and unbelievable as it seems 
to me, I am called the most popular girl in our town. 
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Qrue Story Magazine 



HELP WANTED 

$9522 to $15022 Month- 
Life Jobs 

During 1922 the United States Government will appoint 

thousands of Railway Mail Clerks, City Carriers, PostofRce 

Clerks, Customs and Internal Revenue Clerks. 




Railway Mail Clerks Have Pleasant A #* FRANKL1N 

INSTITUTE 

Dopt. C223 
▼■ Rochester, N. Y. 
-^ Kindly send me, without 
any obligation whatever on 
my part, and entirely free of 
O charge (1) a full description of 
O the position checked below; (2) 
Sample examination questions; (3) 
Free copy of copyrighted book, "Gov- 
ernment Positions and How to Get 
\V Them;" (4) A list of U. S. Government 
*jJ Jobs now easily obtainable; (5) Schedules 
y showing dates and places of the coming exam- 
inations in my locality. 



iwo._y itaciii vicina nave i icasaui ^ 

Work —Travelling Continually jp \ 

Government positions have yearly vacations with 
full pay. Promotion to Big Pay positions is ^S 
very rapid. The position is not affected by 
strikes, poor business conditions or the whims of 
some petty boss. vy 






Country residents and city residents stand the 

same chance for immediate appointment — *g 

common education is sufficient — Pull *4~ 

is not required. J^ .... R.ilw.y Mail Clerk .... (51G00-S2300) 

Send coupon today sure for schedules ^ „ B .° ^ k "r,'\ 3J21221222 

showing dates and places of all coming J> • V I? ^ • !!?°M|!°° 

examinations in your locality. * # Po '. t ^ m V^ C """ r !'.2X"!JeXS 

... .Rural Mail Carrier (S960-S2600) 

. .Customs Positions ......... ($1100-$2000) 



Don't Dplav Ev ery day you JT 

uon i ueiay. delay Iessens jgr 

your chance of immediate jgr Nat 
appointment. jjF , . , 

•^P Address 



Use This Coupon Before You Mislay It— WRITE PLAINLY— A22I 



Crooked Spines Made Straight 

If you are suffering from any form of spinal trouble you 

can be relieved— and probably wholly overcome your affliction— 
right in your own home without pain or discomfort. A wonderful 
anatomical appliance has been invented by a man who cured him- 
self of Spinal Curvature. Its results are marvelous. It is nature's 
own method. Eminent physicians are endorsing it. The Piiilo 
Burt Method relieves the pressure at the affected parts of the 
spine, the whole spine is invigorated and strengthened, all sore- 
ness is taken out of the back, the cartilage between the vertibrae 
is made to expand, the contracted muscles are relaxed, and the 
spine is straightened. There is bright hope for you, no matter 
how long you have suffered. We have strong testimonials from 
every State in the Union. Each appliance is made to order from 
individual measurements and fits perfectly. There is positively no inconveni- 
ence in wearing. We guarantee satisfaction and lot you use it 30 days. 
Write today for our new book. It gives full information and testimonials. 

FHILO BURT MFG. CO., 96-17 Odd Fellows' Bld s ., JAMESTOWN, N. T. 





From Poverty To Riches 



I STARTED WITH $60 Mt 




i4£ 



and built up a 



$100,000.00 Business 



ft 



When I resigned my V. S. Army 
July 19. 1919, I discovered that I fl 
'nclc Sam handed me a bonus of 
head of a S100.000.0U corporation 
am going to make more money 
than ever and you can help me 
while learning the secret of my 
success. 

I DON'T CARE WHO OR 
WHAT YOU ARE— you may be 
established in a business or pro- 
fession; at school or college; at 
skilled or unskilled work, I can 
help MEN and WOMEN to suc- 
cess, whether they retain their 
present vocations or applv themselves exclusively to the 
NEW OCCUPATIONS I can indicate to them. 
Do you want to make bis money In whole or spare time? 
I can help you. No! I have not ilincoviTcl a rnvstiTinus^tinknown 

impic that any " * 

rlinii will unde 
• ■•k- of study. 

Let me tell you, without obligation, the amazing story of my 
success and show you how my plan will benefit you. 

WALTER M1SHAEL BARRY 

ECONOMY EDUCATOR CORP. (Dept. 5) 

1664 BROADWAY, NEW YORK. N. Y. 



commission on 
■as dead broke. 
S6Q. I am now tin 
and another $25,000.00 corporation. I 



Walter Mishael Ban y 



I ECONOMY EDUCATOR CORP. (Dept. 5) 
I 1664 Broadway, New York, N. Y. 

Kindly send me Mr. Barry's story. 

I Enclose copyrighted Economy I'lan introducing 30 
methods of making and saving money, personal effi- 
Iciency secrets for business and social success, etc. 
When the above is delivered to mc I will hand the 
I DOStman 65 cents to pay for preparing, postage, or 
save !5 cents P. O. fees by remitting 50 cents with 
I this coupon, without further obligation. (No per- 
sonal checks.) 
I If your terms which accompany It are satisfactory 
I will comply with same. I am to be the sole judge 
of this. 



A Bachelor Husband 

{Continued from page 21) 

been a Western girl I would not have 
hesitated to ask her, for I saw a good deal 
of her now; but I felt that she would re- 
sent any prying curiosity on my part. 

Major Davis was a devoutly religious 
man and the whole family drove to church 
every Sunday morning, rain or shine. 

On the first Sunday after her return, 
Caroline went to church. But when the 
next Sunday morning came around and 
the Major called up the stairs and asked 
if she were ready, she called back over 
the balustrade, "I am not going to church) 
Grandfather, I want to stay at home and 
work." 

Anticipating a family quarrel over this 
announcement, I hastened to absent my- 
self from the room below. 

*TpEX minutes later from the porch of 
■*■ the new house, I saw the family car- 
riage drive off without Miss Caroline. 

I was half hoping that she might come- 
over to the new house. When she did 
not make her appearance I went back to 
the old residence and resumed my reading 
in the living-room. 

Presently I heard her step, rather tim- 
idly, I thought, on the stair. I glanced 
about a moment later and saw her stand- 
ing a little distance from me. She held 
some sheets of white cardboard before her, 
and her face was suffused with blushes. 

"If I'm not interrupting." she said, 
"I thought that maybe you might be 
able to tell me what is the matter with 
this drawing — " 

"I might," I said, as I arose, "that 
is, if it happens to be a drawing of a 
house." 

"But it isn't a house," said Caroline, 
mournfully, still shielding her drawing, 
"it's supposed to be a burglar blowing up 
a safe, but I never saw a burglar blow up 
a safe and — and it looks like — it looks 
awful." 

"It looks very neat," I smiled, "from 
this side," for I was still seeing only the 
blank face of the cardboard. 

She edged around to the table near 
which I stood. "I've been trying to get 
up courage for a week to show you some 
of my drawings — in fact, I stayed at home 
from church today just to do so. I know 
they are funny — but if you laugh the 
least bit I'll hate you till I die — so 
now!" and she threw the drawing on the 
table and backed away as if she was 
afraid I might strike her. 

T WANTED to laugh and I wanted to 
*■ jump up and down and wave my arms 
and shout — and I wanted to catch Caro- 
line in my arms and kiss her. For in that 
moment I fell over the precipice I had 
long been skirting, fell head over heels, 
abyssmally, hopelessly in love. But the 
external and apparent thing I did was to 
look very straigl it-faced and critically at 
the drawing and began to talk about 
perspective, and tones and high lights 
and brushwork. And then the secret I 
had been waiting for came out into the 
full light of the June day. Caroline 
wanted to be an illustrator. And she 
had set her heart on going to New York 
to study, and make her way. 

(Continued on page 92) 
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Wonderful New Complexion Gay 
Unmasks l&ur Hidden Beauty ! 



Famous Beauty Specialist Tells 

How Marvelous New Discovery 

Gives Almost Instant Beauty to 

the Complexion 



BENEATH the most unsightly com- 
plexion, beneath the most persistent 
black-heads and pimples and blemish- 
es, there is a skin as soft and smooth and 
charming as a child's! Every woman has a 
beautiful complexion, and she can find it 
at once if she will only remove the film of 
dust and dead skin-scales that are clogging 
and stifling the pores. 

The face is a mass of interwoven muscular 
fibers overlaid with soft, delicate membranes 
called the skin. These membranes expel 
acids and impurities, and are provided by 
nature with millions of tiny pores for the 
purpose. When dust clogs up these pores, 
or when the use of wrong creams or powders 
stifle them, the acids and impurities remain 
in the skin. They form blackheads, pimples, 
blemishes. 

Plastering the skin with harmful cosmetics 
will not correct this condition. This will 
only clog the pores even more and aggravate 
the blemishes. The skin will become harsh, 
colorless, unattractive. Massage may clear 
the pores temporarily, but it will stretch the 
skin and cause it to droop and wrinkle. 

Yet under the most unwholesome disfig- 
urements, under the most coarse and sallow 
skin, there is exquisite beauty! Remove the 
dead scales on the surface, remove the blem- 
ishes and impurities beneath the surface — 
and the complexion will be left soft and 
smooth, tingling with the freshness of youth 
and beauty! 

This New Discovery Clears and 
Beautifies the Skin at Once 

Science has found that there is only one 
natural, scientific way to remove the blemishes 
and impurities at once, revealing the beautiful 
complexion underneath. A wonderful new 
discovery actually accomplishes this in a few 
minutes. Almost while you wait the hidden 
beauty of your complexion is brought to the 
surface 1 

This new discovery has been given the most 
appropriate name of Complexion Clay. It is 
not a cosmetic; it is not a skin-tonic. You do 
not have to wait for results. The soft, pliant, 
cream-like clay is applied to the face with the 
finger tips. ,It dries and hardens. And as it 
hardens, it draws out every skin impurity with 
gentle firmness. When it is removed, the skin 
beneath is found to be smooth and clear and 
beautiful. 

How the Complexion Clay Works 

Never before has the attainment of a 
smooth, clear complexion been as simple, as 
instantaneous as now. Complexion Clay is 
one of the most amazing discoveries known to 
science and chemistry. It is a preparation of 
wonderful potency, and it brings new life and 
youth to every skin cell and pore. 

Complexion Clay does not cover up or hide 
the defects. It removes them — at once. 
When the fine, delicately-scented clay is 
applied every pore in the skin hungrily ab- 
sorbs the nourishing skin food it contains. 
There is a cool, tingling sensation as the clay 
dries and hardens. And as it hardens you will 
feel the millions of tiny pores breathing, giving 
up the impurities that clogged them, freeing 
themselves of the self-poisons that caused the 
pimples and blackheads. 




The marvctous new Complexion 
Clay removes alt blemishes and im- 
purities as though they were some 
useless mask, and the 'wholesome, 
youthful beauty of the complexion 
is revealed underneath. It does not 
cover up blemishes. It removes them 
—A T ONCE. 



The clay remains on the face only a short 
time. You may read or relax while the beauty 
mask is doing its work — you may even go 
about your household tasks. A warm towel 
applied to the face will soften the clay and you 
will be able to roll it off easily with your fingers. 
And as it comes off, every blemish and im- 
purity will come off with it, every blackhead 
and pimplehead will vanish in the magical 
clay! The skin beneath will be left as soft and 
smooth and satiny as a child's. 

Our Guarantee Backed By 
Million-Dollar Bank 

We guarantee Complexion Clay to be a prep- 
aration of marvelous potency — and a beauti- 
fier that is absolutely harmless to the most 
sensitive skin. This guarantee of satisfaction 
to every user is backed by a deposit of S10.000 
in the State Bank of Philadelphia, which 
insures the return to any purchaser the 
total amount paid for Complexion Clay if the 
results are unsatisfactory or if our statements 
in this announcement in any way misrepresent 
this wonderful, new discovery. 

FREE Trial Offer 

Everv woman owes it to herself to try this 
remarkable new Complexion Clay, to see for 
herself how beautiful her complexion can really 
be, to bring her own charming youthfulness to 
the surface. As this preparation cannot be 
obtained anywhere but direct from Domino 
House, we are making the very special offer of 
sending a jar on free trial to any one sending 
the coupon below to us at once. 



Don't send any money — just the coupon 
with your name and address. A jar of Com- 
plexion Clay will be sent to you promptly. 
Pay the postman only SI. 95 (plus the few 
cents postage) when it is in your hands. This 
special reduced price is made for introductory 
purposes for a short time only. The regular 
price is S3. 50 — but if you take advantage of 
this offer at once you pay only SI. 95 (plus 
postage) and in addition you have the guaran- 
teed privilege of returning the jar and having 
your money promptly refunded if you are not 
delighted after the first application. 

Take advantage of our special free-to-your 
door offer. Mail this coupon at once, and get 
your jar of Complexion Clay before the present 
supply is exhausted. Many will have to be 
kept waiting. Mail the coupon NOW! 
Address Domino House. Dcpt. 245, 267 South 
9th St., Philadelphia, Pa. 

Domino House, Dept. 245, 

267 South 9th St., Philadelphia, Pa. 

You mav send mr a S3. 50 jar of your Complexion Clay. 
I will pav the postman S1.9S plus iiostagc. Although 1 
am benefiting by the special introductory cut price. I am 
nevertheless purchasing the first iar with the absolutely 
guaranteed privilege of returning it within 10 days and 
you agree to refund my money if I am not delighted with 
the results in every way. I am to be the sole and only 
judge. 



Name. 



City State . 



If apt to be out when postman calls send remittance right 
with this coupon. 
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SWATCHES 



Genuine Diamonds 

GUARANTEED 



rffi 



SYLVIA' 
Diamond Ring 

Bluo white, radiant.' 

icrftict cut Diamond. 

."he rinjt is '.18 -k Solid 1 .. 

White Gold, curved ond\ 

pierced. Extra rspeci«il\ 

ntSlOO. Croditterms:] 



Wedding 
Ring 

11 1'lntinum S25. 
olid Gold Wcd-^. 
Una Rings 

910 v 




Our Diamonds are dis- 

tine live In fi«ry brilliancy, bluo 
white, oorfectcut. Sent pro- 
paid for your Free Exami- 
nation, on Charr.o Account. 

PRICES ARE DOWN 

Our IMMENSE BUYING 
POWER for our ghain of 

Stores in leading eilien and 
our lame Mail Order Houbo 
enables us to mako lower 
price** than small concerns. 
y Wo invito compariaont.Yiiu 
will bo convinced that you 
can do better with LOFTIS. 
Money bock If not eatiflflod. 

SBISIO FOR 
FREE CATALOG 

There are over 2,000 illus- 
trations of Diamonds, 
Watches, Wrist Watches, 
Pearls, Mesh Bags, Silver- 
ware, etc., at Reduced Price;*. 
CataloR explainB everything. 
LIBERTY 00ND3 ACCEPTED AT PAR. 



WristWatch 



Every woman wants a 
WriBt Watch. Every 
high school girl should 
have one. Every wage- 
earning r.irl needsono. 
You con open n chamo 
account with LOFTIS 
and pay a little each 
week. Any price you 
wish. 





Watch and Bracelet clasp are 18-k 

Solid White Gold. 17 Jewel movement, 
guaranteed. Special at?50. Other fancy 
shapes — Octagon. Tonneau, Cushion, 
an low as 530. Easy Credit Term*. 

THE OLD RELIABLE ORIG- 
INAL CREDIT JEWELERS 

DEPT, N-183 

108 N. Slate St., Cnkafo, III. 
Stores in Leading Cities 



Be a wire!e^e3rpert;T Study at home in spare time. 
Get -a. good* job at a good, salary. Wonderful oppor- 
tunity' to get in on the ground floor of a fast growing 
profession.^ Easy, fascinating, profitable. Write today 
for iull particulars. Xutcriintioitnl Correspon- 
dence School*. Box Q282-E. Scrum on, Pu. 



Mailed FREE on Application 

"Treatise on tbe Scalp and Hair" 
by H. Clay Glover Co. 



129 W. 24th St. 



New York City 




8x5 X ins. 

400 pases, illustrated 

$2.00 Prepaid. 



Every Married Couple 

and all who contemplate marriage 

Should Own 

Ibis complete informative book 

"The Science of 
a New Life" 

By JOHN COWAN, M. D. 

Endorsed and recommended 
by foremost medical and re- 
ligious critics throughout the 
U. S. Unfolds the secrets 
of married happiness, 90 
often revealed too late I No 
book like it to be had at 
the price. We can give only 
a few of the chapter sub- 
jects here as this book is 
not meant for children. 
(Agents wanted.) 

Marriage and Its Advan- 
tages. Age at Which to 
Marry. Law of Choice. 
Love Analyzed. Qualities 
One Should Avoid in Choos- 
ing. Anatomy and Physi- 
ology of Reproduction. 
Amativeness, Its Use and Abuse. Continence. 
Children. Genius. Conception. Physiology of 
Interuterine Growth. Pregnancy. Its Signs and 
Duration. Confinement. TWILIGHT SLEEP. 
Nursing. Diseases Peculiar to The Male and Fe- 
male, Sterility and Impotence. Subjects on which 
more might be said. How a Happy Married Life 
Is Secured. 

Descriptive circular giving full and complete 
table of contents mailed FREE. 

J. S. OGILVIE PUBLISHING CO. 
193 Rose Street New York City 



SPECIAL OFFER 

The regular price is 
S3. 00. In order to 
introduce this work 
Into as many neigh- 
borhoods as possible 
we will, for a limited 
time, send one copy 
of our special $2.00 
edition to any reader 
of this Magazine, 
postpaid, upon re- 
colptof $2.00. 



time Story Magazine 

(Continued 
The objection on the part of the grand- 
father came about, not because of any 
serious quarrel with art, but over Caro- 
line's ideas of going to the Metropolis 
unchapcroned and living among the art- 
ists of New York's Bohemia. The old 
Major had long been of the opinion that 
New York was populated by stock gam- 
blers, cotton speculators, chorus girls, 
Russian anarchists, negro graduates of 
Harvard, and other works of the devil. 
And he set his foot down most immovably 
on his granddaughter's proposed career. 

T LOVED the old Major, but now I was 
■*■ in love with the girl, and with her am- 
bition, even though a bit doubtful as to 
her ability — so there was no question in 
my mind as to which side of the family 
argument I should espouse. But I had 
three months' work on the house yet, and 
certainly I did not want Caroline away 
that summer. 

Although I had been invited by Caro- 
line into the secret of her ambition, she 
gave me to understand that I was to say 
nothing of her drawings in the presence 
of the others, though on the subject of 
the painting and decoration of the 
Major's house we could talk art openly 
and above board. 

So, with our two arts as themes for 
comradeship, the one open and the other 
clandestine, Caroline and I made rapid 
strides in acquaintance, and my hopes 
grew as the weeks passed. But they 
were hopes only, and I was none too con- 
fident. She was friendly, but nothing 
more, and at times I still sensed that I 
was a Yankee outlander, and not exactly 
considered by Caroline — certainly not 
considered at all by her aunts — upon a 
basis of social equality. 

TJUT by the time the house was within 
-*-' a month of being complete I had 
worked up enough courage at last to pro- 
pose to Caroline — and she turned me 
down. 

"I'm sorry," she said, and her voice 
bespoke the truth of her words, "that you 
have taken our friendship in that way. 
You see, I don't want to be married. I 
thought you would understand that be- 
cause of my ambitions, because I want to 
devote all my time to my art." 

"But surely," I said, "you will marry 
some time." 

"I hardly think so," she replied. "I 
only like men as friends, and it frightens 
me to think of them as husbands." 

"Perhaps you feel that way because 
you have never been in love." 

"Oh, but I have," she returned quickly, 
"and that is why I know I don't want to 
marry." 

This was something I had not antici- 
pated. She had seemed so indifferent to 
her many local admirers that I had as- 
sumed she had never had a serious love 
affair. But now at the hint of some 
tragic romance I found myself speech- 
less. I had no idea of what manner of 
man he might have been, or what was the 
nature of the affair that had embittered 
her against marriage. Nor did she make 
further confession or encourage me to 
probe. 

SO I left her that night a rejected suitor, 
wishing heartily that I had delayed 



from page 90) 

my proposal until the eve of my de- 
parture. 

It was Caroline who the next evening 
cleverly relieved us from the bondage 
of embarrassment. "Let's pretend," she 
said, "that you hadn't asked me to marry 
you, because if we don't we are both going 
to be miserable, and it's been so splendid 
to have you help and encourage me when 
no one else does." 

"I'll try to pretend," I replied gallantly. 
"To spoil our friendship would be a crime, 
wouldn't it?" 

"Yes, it would be terrible. If mar- 
riage wasn't such a serious thing," laughed 
Caroline, "I think I would marry you 
just to keep from losing your friendship." 

"I have heard," I replied, trying to 
speak in lighter vein, "that it is some- 
times a very good way to lose it." 

"That's what I am afraid of," said 
Caroline, "that is, it's one thing I am 
afraid of, but there are other things too, 
rather terrible things — but I don't like to 
think of it. Let's talk of something else." 

In the days that followed Caroline anil 
I did the best we could to get back 
upon the ground of our previous friend- 
ship, and with a very creditable degree 
of success. But of two subjects tliat 
most concerned us we no longer spoke. 
One was of the nearing completion of 
the house and my leaving, and the other 
was of her own desire to go to New York 
and study art. 

She assumed, I think, that I would 
return to St. Louis, from whence I came. 
But I had no intention of doing that. 
When I received my final payments from 
Major Davis for my work on his house, 
I wdidd have about six thousand dol- 
lars and would be entirely free from 
business engagements and responsibili- 
ties. 

I had long realized that my own pro- 
fessional training was only a makeshift 
at best, and that I ought to go East — 
which, of course, meant New York — and 
supplement by self-directed education 
there. But I had never mentioned it 
to Caroline. And then when she re- 
fused to marry me and said she did 
not love me, I couldn't talk of my going 
to New York because it would only seem 
to be an effort to use it as a bait to win 
that which I had failed to win without it. 
So I kept my secret and cherished the 
hope that she would find a way to go 
alone and that I could there renew my 
friendship and perhaps win her love. 

THEN came the twentieth day of 
August, Caroline's birthday. There 
was to be a party and a dance in the ball- 
room of the new house, "A sort of pre- 
liminary house-warming," as the Major 
said. "Because it is so infernally big 
that we couldn't warm it all up at once." 

There was a guest of honor, too, 
Colonel Sanders, Caroline's maternal 
grandfather. He came down from Little 
Rock for the bithday party. 

The fact that I do not dance lias often 
l>een a matter of humiliation to me, but 
never did I suffer from this handicap as 
I did on that evening. As the architect 
of the great house wherein the dance was 
held and with Caroline pushing me into 
the midst of things, I could not escape 
but had to make the best of it, and 
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worry through like a muzzled dog in a 
free-for-all dog fight. 

Again the music started and I looked 
up, expecting to see Caroline glide across 
the floor in the arms of another man — 
but no, she was not dancing. Then as 
the other dancers began whirling by, 
Caroline came straight toward me. 

"This is your dance," she said, "I've 
been trying for two hours to escape. 
Now take me away quick before they 
capture me." 

WE walked out on the long veranda 
and down through the great grove 
of gum trees. When the receding lights 
were blinking rather dimly through the 
tree trunks she turned to me. "I am 
going to kiss you," she announced, "on 
the cheek — -because I'm so happy I've 
got to kiss somebody — " 

I was too astonished to do otherwise 
than receive the offered kiss quite meekly. 

"There now," she laughed, "you think 
I'm awful, don't you; and don't you ever 
let me do it again, but you see I'm twenty- 
one years old and Grandfather Sanders 
gave me a check for five hundred dollars 
as a birthday present — and I am going to 
use it to go to New York!" 

"Really." 

"Yes, honest Injun — but it's to be a 
secret, of course." 

"When are you going?" 

"Not for a month or two, I must stay 
and help the folks get moved into the 
new house and break it in with some more 
parties, and entertain all the kinsfolk 
once around. But I don't mind that 
now, because you see it's my own money 
to do as I please with and I am going to 
New York, really, truly, cross my heart 
and hope to die if I don't." 

I wanted to tell her that I was going to 
New York also, and that we would go 
together. But time and Fate seemed to 
be working on my side and I was afraid 
to try to hurry them. 

In the week that followed, Caroline 
radiated joy at every step. 

OUR great secret was a burden, though, 
for we were afraid that it woidd be 
revealed on our faces, or rather I was 
afraid that the watchful aunts might mis- 
read it for another secret that I would 
much liave preferred to be hiding. But 
the secret must be kept, for the grand- 
father from Little Rock had given her the 
check without proclaiming liis gift, and 
she had gone to town and deposited the 
five hundred in a bank that her Grand- 
father Davis did not patronize. 

About ten days after her birthday 
party, Caroline's nineteen-year-old 
brother Orville took her out driving one 
evening and nothing was said about 
where they were going. 

The next morning at breakfast, I 
sensed tliat something was wrong. The 
radiant joy had vanished from her face 
and I thought her eyes showed signs of 
recent tears. Orville, too. was looking 
rather depressed, but he liarl been looking 
that way for some time and I would have 
thought nothing of it had it not been for 
the fact that Caroline was so obviously 
worried and unhappy. 

■pOR some days she seemed to avoid me 
■^ and spent much of her time alone in 



her studio, but I could see that she was 
making no progress with her drawing and 
that joy and hope had fled. My efforts 
to show my sympathy only seemed to 
pain her. 

One evening, as some neighbors were 
being shown the new house, I saw 
Caroline slip away and stroll off down 
among the gum trees. As soon as I 
could escape from the others I followed 
her, determined to ask again the cause 
of her uuliappiness and insist upon an 
answer. 

When I came up to her she did not 
turn away, but merely looked up at me, 
her eyes swimming with tears, and then 
started walking down the path with me 
at her side. We went through the grove 
and followed up along an old roadway to 
a hill, from the brow of which one could 
see the Mississippi in the distance. 

I sat down on a little knoll and Caro- 
line sat down near me. Neither of us 
had spoken, ami now without a word she 
flung herself upon the grass and burst out 
sobbing. I did not molest her, nor at- 
tempt to say meaningless words of com- 
fort about a sorrow that I could not 
fathom. 

PRESENTLY she sat up and wiped her 
eyes. "Crying won't solve it," she 
said. "Nothing will solve it, nothing 
can ever solve it, but something will help, 
and that's money — will you give me three 
hundred dollars — and not ask what it's 
for?" 

"I will give you tliree thousand if you 
want it," I replied fervently. "I would 
give you three hundred thousand if I had 
it — and not ask what it was for." 

"But I Only want three hundred — when 
can I liave it?" 

"Right now." It so liappened that I 
had more than tliat amount with me as 
the next day was pay day for my men. 
I could send to town in the morning for 
more. So I drew out my billbook and 
counted out the money. 

Caroline sat there watching me and 
said not a word. I handed her the money 
and she took it and slipped it into her 
waist. "There, I've done it," she cried. 
"To ask for and to take that money was 
the hardest thing I ever did in my life." 

"To give it was the easiest thing I ever 
did," I replied. 

"But to forget to wonder why I asked 
for it will lie hard?" 

"Yes, it will be luirder, but I will try 
my best to do it. There, I have already 
forgotten. . . . Do you see the wonderful 
rosy tint which lines that thunderhead off 
there over the river?" 

"I'll try to see it. . . . Oh, but I can't, 
and I don't care, I haven't any pride left 
and lam going to tell. I want to tell you, so 
don't stop me. The money is for Orville; 
he's in trouble, and not the first time 
either. The other time Grandfather paid, 
but he told him it would be the last time, 
and Orville knew he meant it, and yet he 
went right on. It's just one of those 
creatures back in the bluffs — and her 
people want a thousand dollars. Orville 
only had two hundred and I gave him my 
five hundred — but they won't wait for the 
rest. If that girl's father doesn't get his 
full thousand by Monday morning he is 
going to town and see the judge and start 
proceedings and try to make Orville 
marry the girl." 
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r~\ESPITE my love for Caroline I rather 
*-* revolted at the story. "Do you 
mean." I asked, "that the payment of the 
thousand will end the matter?" 

"Oh, yes," replied Caroline, "it will 
end it as far as this one is concerned, and 
he promised me faithfully that there 
would never he another." 

"But will the girl and her people be 
satisfied to drop things for money?" 

"Why, of course. Orville has seen a 
lawyer and they are to sign off and that 
will end it." 

"But I don't like the system," I said. 

"Do you think I like it?" cried Caro- 
line. "But what can a girl do — all men 
are that way — and now maybe you can 
guess why I don't want to marry." 

"I think I understand," I said. 

"Yes, you say that," replied Caroline. 
"Any man can say that, but you don't, 
you can't understand how it hurts 
when a girl first finds it out. I told you 
I had been in love; I was only seventeen 
and I didn't know. And then someone 
told me. There was a woman, an octo- 
roon — thank God, Orville hasn't come to 
that yet. The man I had promised to 
marry was paying her attention — and 
money — regularly, while he was engaged 
to me. J accused him and he didn't deny 
it, but just damned the person that had 
told me — and said that all men did such 
things, but that it was too bad I found it 
out. Of course he promised to quit . . . 
and still wanted to marry me. I would 
have murdered him if I had known how. 
She, the girl who told me, was only two 
years older than I was and when she got 
me out of the way she married him her- 
self. Oh, I loathe the whole system and 
I never will marrv any man as long as I 
live!" 

"Because " 

"Because all men are like tliat — Or- 
ville 's my own brother and he is only 
nineteen." 

' AS for your brother," I replied, "I 

■*"*- will not judge him, more than to 
say that it is probably no fault of his for 
he has merely done what others encou- 
raged him to flo. I do not like to judge 
your community either, but in fairness to 
the rest of the work! and to myself I want 
to say that all men are not like that. 
While there are plenty of men who are 
not virtuous where I come from, still the 
lack of virtue is not universally considered 
essential to manhood, and some young 
men are." 

"I don't believe it!" declared Caroline. 
"I don't want to believe it cither, our 
Southern men are as good as any." 

"Then I won't put it on a basis of 
North and South — because we are prob- 
ably both prejudiced — but I will insist 
that my statement is correct, and that 
there are exceptions." 

"How do you know? Someone told 
you that and you believed it — but you 
don't know it and can't prove it." 

"Perhaps I can't prove it to any one 
else, but I know it," I said. 

Caroline looked at me in mute aston- 
ishment. "Do you mean," she said 
finally, "that you are — that you have 
never " 

"Yes," I said huskily, "that is exactly 
what I do mean." And I wondered if, 
in the gathering dusk, she could see the 
color that I felt flush my face. "But one 



can't prove a thing like that, and I sup- 
pose it's foolish for me to ask you to be- 
lieve it." 

The moment seemed endless before her 
answer came. "Do you want me to be- 
lieve it?" She spoke softly, intense eager- 
ness in her voice. 

"Want you to believe it? Oh, Caro- 
line," I cried, "does it really make any 
difference to you?" 

*"pENSE silence. A thousand doubts 
*• and fears throbbed through me. And 
then she spoke quietly, slowly — and each 
word was freighted with a wonderful 
revelation. 

"Yes, Mark, it means everything to 
me, because it does so much to heal the 
hurt and bitterness — to give me back my 
faith and ideals. Perhaps I have been 
unjust to men. I have certainly been 
unjust to you." Her voice faltered a 
little as she added, "So you see, it docs 
make a difference — Mark." 

Her words thrilled through me like a 
chord of rapturous music. The walls of 
her aloofness that had shut me out, had, 
like the walls of Jericho, miraculously 
fallen. 

For a moment, palsied by the unbe- 
lievable joy of the unexpected realization 
of my heart's longing, I could only gaze 
at her shadowy form nestling beside me 
in the filmy twilight. 

Slowly, reverently, in bated wonder 
that this thing could be, I leaned toward 
her, and slipped my arm around her. 
With the grace of virtuous womanhood, 
she breathed a little sigh of joyful sur- 
render as her head sank into the hollow 
of my arm. And then, very slowly, very 
tenderly, our lips met — met and parted 
and met again. 

She lay back again upon my arm, her 
dark eyes wide with wonder. "Oh," 
she breathed, "I thought that I could 
never love again — I said that I would 
never feel more than friendship for any 
man. And then this " 

"How I've wanted you," I cried, "and 
yet I never knew that I could want you 
— could love you so." 

"And I've wanted you all the time," 
she replied, "but you see, I had made up 
my mind to hate men — l)ecaii.se they arc- 
so — so — vulgar and selfish and unfair. 
So I just wouldn't let myself think of you, 
or any man — as a lover. 

"But now I know that I do love you, 
you great brave-hearted man — my won- 
derful hero!" 

In the embarrassment of her eulogies I 
could find no words and I bent over and 
kissed the white forehead and lids of her 
eyes that closed dreamily in the twilight. 

CHE reached up her slender white arm 

and ran her fingers caressingly through 
my hair. "Wonderful lover," she said, 
"you've brought back faith and trust and 
love and beauty into life for me — and it 
means a great responsibility to you — for 
if you fail me now — if you too become 
common clay of the earth earthy — then 
I'd rather you killed me — I couldn't stand 
it. I'd hate you so — I'd hate myself — 
I'd hate life. I just wouldn't want to 
live." 

For a moment she frightened me with 
a picture of a fancied misery. And then 

1 almost laughed at the thought that I, 
who had lived a virtuous life on the 
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strength of those little bygone callow- 
loves — or in days of utter loneliness with 
nothing at all to live for — could ever now 
be tempted by carnal lust, by unliallow- 
ed love when she, the unattainable, the 
woman of romance, of wonder, bad given 
herself to me, had forged about my flesh 
and soul a tie of deatldess love. 

I think there would liave been little 
trouble in the matter of getting Major 
Davis's approval to my marriage with his 
granddaughter if I had been a better psy- 
chologist. 

I waited until the eve of my departure 
when all business between us liad been 
settled, before broaching the subject to 
the Major. Then in putting the matter 
up to him I foolishly tried to bolster my 
claims by explaining tliat I wished to take 
Caroline to New York so that she could 
study art and have an opportunity to 
realize her ambition to become an illus- 
trator. 

"I'll not consent," snapped the Major, 
"to any man chasing off with my grand- 
daughter tliat doesn't want a wife." 

In my . flustered embarrassment I 
thought he had misunderstood me and I 
blurted out: "But I want to marry her." 

'"yOU insult me, sir," stormed the 
•*■ Major, "to infer that I thought you 
did not. What I want you to know is 
tliat the man who marries Miss Caroline 
must marry her with a view of keeping 
her where a good woman belongs, in a 
good old-fashioned American home. I 
have l>een watching you two all summer. 
If you had been courting my grand- 
daughter on a basis that I could approve 
of. I would not liave thought unfavorably 
of it. But you have been encouraging 
her to run off to Now York to live in that 
place called Greenwich Village and draw 
pictures for magazines. And now. since 
you see there is no chance for her to get 
away otherwise, you propose to marry her. 

"I know all about tliat Greenwich Vil- 
lage and those bobbed-haired women and 
long-haired men," stormed the Major. 
"And my granddaughter stays at home 
and marries no damn Yankee who thinks 
that women should live in studios and 
draw pictures for a living." 

"But you misunderstand me. Major," 
I protested. 

"I misunderstand nothing. You arc a 
clever young man; you are a good archi- 
tect: you have built me a good house; you 
are honest in money matters, but other- 
wise you arc a d scoundrel." 

"Thank you. sir." I replied. "We will 
drop the matter for the present." 

"We will drop it for all time!" Major 
Davis arose and walked into the house. 

I finished the cigar I was smoking and 
then slipped in quietly and went to my 
room. 

'"TPHE next morning when I came down 
*■ Caroline was awaiting me on the porch. 
We walked out through the flower garden 
and she made shift to occupy herself pick- 
ing a bouquet for the breakfast table. 

"I heard every word he said," she told 
me, "for he talked rather loud, you know. 
Of course, you should not have told him 
that we planned to go to New York." 

"I cannot tell you, dear." I said hum- 
bly, "how sorry I am that I did. Can 
you ever forgive my stupidity?" 



"I must forgive you because I love 
you." 

Quickly we made our plans. "I'll go 
to Chicago," I said, "where I can be 
studying local architecture to some profit, 
and wait for you there." 

"It's sweet of you," replied Caroline, 
"to understand that we must both see 
New York for the first time together." 

Breakfast at Major Davis' table tliat 
morning was a marvel of grandiose hy- 
pocrisy. I was again his guest and not 
by one look or word did he depart from 
the external semblance of hospitality. 

Orville was to drive me to town and the 
family bade me good-by in formal fashion. 
Then the two aunts and the Major tact- 
fully turned toward the house and I kissed 
my girl good-by while her brother toyed 
with the whip trying to knock a horsefly 
from the back of the off mare. 

THOSE were wonderful love letters she 
wrote me almost every day during the 
month of September. She told me of 
long talks she had with her grandfather. 
But it availed nothing. He had taken 
his stand against our marriage and stub- 
bornly refused to relent. 

"But I will come to you, my love," 
wrote Caroline, "I will come soon." 

It was near the middle of October that 
I received the wire from Memphis that 
told me she was on the way. I ran down 
the Illinois Central and boarded her train 
at Champaign — and we were married in 
Chicago. 

We planned no honeymoon journey 
save the trip to New York — for New York 
was a fairyland of romance where we 
could live an unending honeymoon, with 
never a going back to the prosaic life 
of some somnolent Western or Southern 
town. 

After a tiresome day, fretted with bag- 
gage transfers and license bureaus, in a 
noisy, dirty city, wc at last found ro- 
mance and peace in the seclusion of a 
Pullman. 

The soft footfalls of the negro porter 
beyond the dark green curtain, the gleam 
of passing arc lamps twisting through the 
copper-screened window, the swift beat- 
beat of the car trucks on the rail joints — 
muffled voices of the shut-out world, a 
world of realities and memories, receding, 
fading, a world of romance, hopes and 
dreams oncoming, unfolding, glorious 
with love's fulfilment, mystic with the 
glamour of sleep's caressing touch. 

TN the gray hours of the early morning 
* I lay awake and with light touch felt 
the gentle pulse and ebb of her sleeping 
breath. Aline at last, surrendered, given, 
possessed, sanctified by the law of God 
and man — mine alone, completely, eter- 
nally mine. 

And then the strange elfs and imps 
came unwilled, unwanted, creeping out 
of the dark chamlK-rs of my mind. Words 
of schoolday classics hurtled over the 
meets and bounds of memory — "One little 
month ere yet those shoes were old". . . 
"frailty thy name is woman". . . "Men 
have died and worms liave eaten them 
but not for love." 

And again I thought how fortunate I 
had been to have escaped all the dwarfing 
shame of the errors of boyhood's little 
love, and was free to have found a man's 
woman — the woman of the greater, 



Brin^s r 7his 

Cmuine Diamond 
-RING 



«?EE TRIAL 



Resembles 
*350lSolitaire] 

No Red Tape 
NoDelajr 

SET IN PLATINUM — MOST SENSA- 
TIONAL RING OFFER EVER MADE 

Think of It — seven brilliant steel blue 
genuine diamonds massed by a secret 
process in a setting of solid platinum set so 
closely together that only close inspection will 
distinguish it from a solitaire valued at $350.00. 
Shank of ring is 14 kt. solid ftold. 

TEN DAYS* FREE TRIAL 
You take no chance — if It 19 not satisfactory at 
the end of ten days, or if you can duplicate this 
Genuine diamond ring in any jewelry store for 
less than SG5.00, your deposit will be refunded 
to you. 

Send only 52.00 and tlie rind goes to you In a 
handsome alft box, charges paid. A legal 
guarantee bond as to quality and value ac- 
companies each ring. After ten day trial 
pay balance S4.65 a month for ten months. 
Price only $48.50. 

Free Royal Bargain Bulletin. Illustrates and describe* 
over BOO special offers in Diamond*. Wutchcs and Jewelry 
which wo are making this month from our $2,000,000 stuck. 
Eatabliahed 1895 Address DeDt. &16 



UfiVAT DIAMOND 
Kv lJt\id X WATCH CO 

3537 39 Miiden Lane NewYork 



$o5 SELF-CONSCIOUS? 

Embarrassed in company, lacking in self-control? Let 
me tell you how you can overcome these troubles. 

B. VERITAS, - 1400 Broadway, New York City 



Faces 
Made 
Young 




The secret of a 
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ARTHUR MURRAY INVERTS NEW EASY WAY 
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Arthur Murray, America's greatest teacher of social dancing, has invented 
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learned to dance by mail. Your own success is guaranteed. 

WHY GOOD DANCERS ARE POPULAR 

Everyone wants to meet and dance with an accomplished dancer. No 
longer need you be a wallflower. You can quickly and easily learn to be 
a really good dancer by the Arthur Murray method. Surprise your friends 
— learn to be a confident dancer soon. 

For a short time only, Arthur Murray will send, in plain cover, a FREE 
dancing lesson — including Secret of Leading and How to Gain Confidence — 
to prove how readily you can learn. For mailing, send 10c today 1 
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A book that tells everything there is to know about the feminine sex. It fully instructs young girls, solves 
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everywhere. 
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MARRI 

Married or unmarried, you owe it to 
yourself and to the happiness of others 
to find out how to get the most out or 
marriage. If you are now unmarried do 
not step into marriage blindfoldedl If 
you are now married you can learn how 
ro fill your marriage with life-long 
happiness. Marriage is not worth while 
if it begins to moan just a life-time of 
nagging, bickering, fault-finding and discontent. Let 
us send you this amazing free little book "Fundamental 
Principles of Marriage." 

Amazing Little Book Free *__*_■ 
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deeper, sweeter life that lay before me, 
and before her. 

The train rumbled through a sleepy- 
eyed Michigan town and Caroline stirred, 
murmuring in her sleep. ^ 

As I look back through the changing 
mist of mood and memory, I see that 
honeymoon journey in varying rose- 
tinted lights, though I doubt that I ever 
see it now in its true glory. It was a bliss- 
ful carnival of ecstatic joy. The love of 
woman, so long an elusive, uncertain 
tiling, became a vivid 1 and consuming 
reality. From the tree of knowledge, we 
plucked the first fruits like eager, yet half- 
frightened children. It was as if we had 
been suddenly born again into a new and 
wonderful radiance which transformed all 
the misshapen facts of life into glowing 
beauty. 

Despite all my earnestly sought knowl- 
edge of the vital facts of life — of vice and 
virtue, of love and passion — I found I had 
been as ignorant of it as a blind man of 
color or a deaf man of tone. Old illusions 
faded, new miracles unfolded. We mar- 
veled that people could live at all without 
love, and we rejoiced that we had both so 
existed that we could explore the myster- 
ies of life and love together, and with a 
like innocence find like wonders. 

It was that evening from the Hudson 
River steamer, as we drank our first 
vision of New York's skyline, tliat Caro- 
line turned to me and said: "You wonder- 
ful unselfish hoy, to have saved it all for 
me." 

"But that is not unselfish," I replied, 
"it is rather intelligent selfishness — selfish 
joy in exploring all the wonders of life 
before he has found the right woman to 
see anil know with." 

DURING our first two weeks in New 
York we lived in a hotel located a 
few blocks north of Madison Square. 
The days we spent strolling about the 
city, or riding on the busses or sometimes 
in taxis. Our sightseeing was combined 
with the task of getting acquainted with 
the city and looking for a place to live. 

I soon discovered that there was a tem- 
peramental difference in our seeing New 
York. 

Caroline's first eagerness was soon 
satisfied and she then became concerned 
with not appearing eager. She would 
tug sharply at my coat sleeve if I stared 
openly at anything: and she scolded me 
quite angrily, not because of my igno- 
rance of the ways and manners of New 
York, but because I revealed that igno- 
rance to others. "Of course we are 
green," she would say. "But why ad- 
vertise it by staring and asking questions 
and making breaks." 

"One has to learn," I defended. 

"But I can learn," she replied, "with- 
out appearing ignorant." 

"Of course," I laughed, trying to make 
light of the matter, "that's because you 
are bright and I am stupid." 

"You are not stupid," she replied, "you 
arc — well, you are Western." 

xVnd "Western", I knew to be merely a 
polite wav of expressing the unspoken 
word, "ill-bred." 

SUCH was our first quarrel. And after 
it I managed, while Caroline had gone 
alone to visit an art school, to spend sev- 
eral miserable hours. 
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THIS book was written by a leading 
physician and authority on sex ques- 
tions who undertook the difficult task of 
giving to Woman not only a treatise upon 
the intricate formation of her wonderful 
body, but a text book dealing with the 
intimate activities and relations of her 
Sex and Love Life. 

He found that Woman suffers most 
through lack of sex knowledge and that 
she was not only more ignorant, but 
suffered more keenly from mistakes in 
the sexual realm. 

— A Few of the 53 Chapters - 



•Reasons Why a Mis- 
step in a Girl Is 
More Serious Than 
In a Boy 

Sex Knowledge of Para- 
mount Importance to 
Girls and Women 

The Female Sex Or- 
gans; Their Anat- 
omy 

•Importance of First 
Few Weeks of Mar- 
ried Life 

Pregnancy 

Who May and Who 
May Not Marry 

Advice to Girls Ap- 

S Touching Woman- 
ood 
Illegitimate Mother- 
hood 
•Advice to Parents of 

Unfortunate Glrla 
Late Marriages and 

Chastity In Men 
Dainty Underwear 



•What Is Love? 
•Birth Control 

Harmful Advice to 
Young Women 

What a Girl Has a 
Right to Demand of 
Her Future Husband 

•Advice to the Mar- 
ried or Those About 
to Be 

Regarding Flirtation 

•How to Keep a 
Husband's Love 

Cause of Lovfj at First 
Sight 

Infatuation Mistaken 
for Love 

Great Love and Su- 
preme Hupplnrss 

Woman as Man's 
Chattel 

The Adulterous Wife 

Advice to the Wife of 
the Flirtatious Man 

•Jealousy and How 
to Combat It 



* These chapters alone are worth many 
times the price of the book. 
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on fine paper, beautifully cloth bound. 
No matter what books you have 
read, no matter what sex question is agi- 
tating your mind, the information in this 
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lem. 

Price only $3, sent prepaid 

Order your copy at once— to-day. 

You will value it for many times its price. 

TRUTH PUBLISHING CO. 
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A cloth bound book for men and women 
which gives you all the information neces- 
sary. Sent postpaid on receipt of SI. 25. 

Send for free circulars of our other 
sex books. 
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We quarreled a little, too, about the 
question of picking out a place to live. 
We liad both been disappointed in our 
first impression of Greenwich Village. 

"Of course we ought to live there," 
Caroline had insisted, "that is, if we are 
to be artists, but it is such a dirty, crowded 
place." 

"Yes," I agreed, "it isn't what I 
thought it would be. But we must get 
out of this expensive hotel," I replied. 

"Why, this hotel is rather comfortable," 
replied Caroline, "and it isn't expensive 
as New York hotels go. What did you 
expect?" 

This remark brought home to me more 
forcefully the fact that I had feared in 
my calmer moments from the start, and 
that was that I had married a girl who 
had no practical conception of money 
matters. 

I did not reply to her, but started 
anew to search .Greenwich Village for 
quarters that I thought would be good 
enough to make my bride contented and 
happy. 

Finally we agreed on a four-room apart- 
ment in a new Charles Street apartment 
house in the heart of Greenwich Village. 

AS soon as we had settled in our new 
quarters, Caroline had enrolled in an 
art school and I had taken up a special 
architectural course in one of the univer- 
sities. 

I leased a small office in a building on 
Fourth Avenue, and the inscription 
"Mark Adams, Architect," had been 
lettered on the glass door. But to rent 
and equip an architect's office was one 
thing and to get business in a strange 
city was quite another. The worst of it 
was that war was raging in Europe, 
which resulted in the cost of all building 
materials mounting skyward ; and so New 
York's usual construction program was 
at a standstill. I sublet the office and 
secured a job as a draftsman at a salary 
less than I had earned in St. Louis. 

MEANWHILE, Caroline was rapidly 
making acquaintances. At first 
these were mostly fellow students from 
the art school, but the art students knew 
others who were living in Greenwich 
Village, and Caroline soon became pop- 
ular among them. Her easy adaptability 
and her quickness to catch on and 
espouse the notions and manners of those 
around her was a marvel to me. 

Caroline's first friend had been a girl, 
several years older than herself. Sally 
Nevins was an art student and a rather 
hopeless painter of miniatures. She had 
been living in Greenwich Village for some 
years. She had been a school teacher 
and had a small income from a little 
property she owned in Ohio. She was 
rather a pathetic! figure, and wasanything 
but attractive to look upon. 

Sally called herself a radical, but she 
was more obviously an "old maid." I 
felt that Caroline was quite safe in her 
company — that the older unmarried wom- 
an was, in fact, a sort of chaperon to my 
young wife, and that Sally's very evident 
unattraetiveness to men would keep them 
to feminine company. and feminine ways. 

But Sally was not the only girl whom 
Caroline found to chum with. There was 
another, an Edith Turner, a young wife 
of some business man of whom we saw 
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Using Tobacco 

Perhaps you've tried to Btop using 1 tobacco only 
to find that the habit has euch a hold on you that 
you pave up trying-. 

Youknow.bettcrthan anyone else that you ought to 
stop because, sooner or later, it is bound to undermine 
your health. Hearttronblc, indigestion, dyspepsia, ner- 
vousness, insomnia, poor eye Bight— these end many other 
disorders, can of ten ho traced directly totlio use of tobac- 
co. Besides it is en expensive* Utterly use leu habit. 

Habit Banished 

Let Us Help You 

No matter how firm a grip tobacco has on yon— no 
matter whether you've been smoking cigars, pipe or 
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years —Tobacco Redeemer will positively remove all 
craving for tobacco in any form in a very few days. It 
does its work so quickly that all tobacco "hunger" is gone 
almost before you know it. The desire for a nmoke or a 
chew usually begins to decrease after the very first dose. 

Tobacco Redeemer contains no habit-forming drugs of 
any kind— it is in nosensc a tobacco substitute. It does not 
cause the slightest shock to the nervous system; on the 
contrary, it often helps to quiet the nerves and make you 
feel better in every way, 
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NEWELL PHARMACAL CO. 

Dept. 901 St. Louis, Mo. 

Send, without obligation to me in any way. proof that 
Tobacco Redeemer will positively free me from the 
Tobacco Habit or my money will be refunded. 
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SEX 

Facts other sex books don't 
dare discuss arc plainly told in 
"Where Knowledge Means 
Happiness." Creates a new 
kind of married love. One 
reader says: 

// contains more real informa- 
tion than all other sex books put 
together. 

Sent in plain cover, by re- 
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money order, check or stamps. 
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LEARN TO READ 
BLUE PRINTS 

and be in the foreman's class. The 
day of the unskilled worker is pass- 
ed. A pound of brains is worth a ton 
of muscle these days. Put yourself in 
the front rank among men that know 
how to take charge of a big job. By 
oursimplemethod we train you quickly 
in your snare time. Xo drawing or 
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Don't Drift 

Two interesting hours at home fil- 
ling out the Bolger Vocational Chart 
will show you the job you can do best. 
No studying necessary. _No_ waiting. 
Based on recognized scientific laws. 
Find the life work for which you are 
naturally adapted. Earn more money. 
Send lor free Booklet Y-2 
Bolger Vocational Service, Inc. 
296 Broadway. New York City 
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very little. I disliked this rather sophis- 
ticated matron who looked entirely too 
much like a chorus girl to suit my ple- 
bian fancy. Tliat my dislike was well- 
grounded seemed amply proven when I 
came home one evening after Caroline and 
Edith Turner liad spent the afternoon 
sketching together. 

The dinner dishes had been cleared 
away and we were sitting in our bour- 
geois living-room, lighted by the blue 
flames tliat crept over an asbestos gas 
log, when Caroline confided her trouble. 

"T KNOW I was a fool— but Edith said 
* some rather bitter things about men's 
morals, and I flared up and told her that 
I had married a man who liad never sown 
his wild oats." 

"I suppose," I remarked, "tliat she re- 
fused to believe you." 

"No, not that, Mark, if she had merely 
refused to believe me I wouldn't have 
cared, but she turned and looked at me 
with such a pitying condescension that I 
could have choked her, and just said, 
'Honest!' And when I didn't deny it, 
Edith replied, 'Well, if it's true I'm sorry 
for you!' I insisted on knowing wliat 
she meant. And she said cattily, 'It's 
rather obvious, isn't it, Caroline, that 
you're missing something. Either your 
husband is lacking in masculinity or he 
lias artificially repressed his virility with 
Puritanical inhibitions, which is worse. 
In either case he's cheating vou?' " 

"Why didn't you choke her," I de- 
manded of Caroline. "The girl is talking 
arrant nonsense, but just the same, I 
don't like it." 

"Well, I certainly don't," replied 
Caroline." 



"'\X7'ELL, then, what in thunder did 

™ * you let her talk about your private 
life for anyway?" 

"My private life?" repeated Caroline 
in sincere amazement, "why, it was your 
private life — oh, I'll admit I ought to have 
kept still — but you seem rather proud of 
it. Even if you say nothing, you some- 
how manage to show it, and people under- 
stand. One can tell by their attitude 
just how they feel toward you. It isn't 
tliat I have clianged my mind about that. 
Mark, for of course I'm very proud of 
vour clean past, but " 

"But what?" 

"Oh. I hardly know," said Caroline, 
evasively, "but you aren't like other men, 
Mark, and you continually show it. 
And, well, it embarrasses me." 

"Sec here," I cried, "you half believe 
what tliat silly woman told you." 

"Not at all," said Caroline, archly. 
"But if I had known you were going to 
get mad about it I would have kept still. 
I thought it would flatter you." 

I looked at her searchingly — and I 
knew that she was lying — tliat she did 
believe what Edith Turner liad said, and 
she had liegun to doubt the perfection of 
our love — to regret that she had married 
a virtuous man. 
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"Honor Thy Father" 

(Continued from page 64) 

again I decided it must be about noon so 
started to prepare dinner, singing as I 
worked. 

CO intent was I at my work that I did 
^ not hear the door open nor did I hear 
the footsteps of the man who had entered 
the room. Turning away from the fire to 
place a plate on the table, my startled 
eyes fell upon a man's face. Although 
seized with a trembling spell, I succeeded 
in retaining my grasp on the plate. 

"Where the deuce did you come from?" 
he asked. "You ain't one of the gals from 
Pete Sheldon's, but what are you doing 
in my shack?" 

At first, I was too much startled to 
speak, but as I looked into his face and 
saw that it was not at all terrifying, I 
recovered and told my story, beginning 
with the stranding. When I concluded, 
he saifl with a laugh: 

"How long do you think it would take 
you to walk home? Why, say, Miss, 
every step you were taking was carrying 
you farther into the wilderness." 

Mumbling something about being much 
obliged to him for the shelter and the food 
I had eaten, and offering to send him 
money in payment as soon as I reached 
home, I told him I must be on my way. 
But he refused to permit me to go, re- 
questing me to prepare a dinner for two. 
Later, as we ate, he informed me that he 
expected two friends that night and ex- 
tended an invitation to me to become one 
of the party until I found a chance to 
better myself. He seemed a kind man, 
and as my journey promised to be lonely, 
I accepted his offer. 

TUST before nightfall, the door opened 
*-* to admit his two partners. One, Bill 
Slade, was most repulsive in appearance. 
The other was "Red" Norton, thus called, 
because of the fiery thatch of hair which 
covered his head. His eyes devouring me, 
Slade spoke to my host. 

"Some queen, Jim. Where did you find 
her?" 

My story was retold by the man ad- 
dressed, and he added that I was to be- 
come a member of their party. 

AH this time the red-headed man had 
remained silent, but now he said impa- 
tiently, "Let the girl alone! Clear the 
table and let's finish our poker game. 
While you're getting ready, I'll git some- 
thing out of my saddlebag." And he left 
the room. 

Slade had been watching me continu- 
ally. 

"Say, kid," he began now, "if you 
l*>en with a show, you oughter sing us a 
song and — " 

His sentence was interrupted by the 
man Jim, who said, "Guess you'll have 
to excuse her tonight, Bill. Tomorrow's 
going to be a hard day, and I callate it'd 
be a good idee for her to get to bed." 
Then, turning to me: "You might as 
well sleep in the same place vou did last 
night." With a cheery "Good night," I 
left the room. Sleep was not so quick 
in coming as it had been the previous 
night. Now and then I could hear the 
tinkle of glasses interspersed with the 
conversation of the players. Curiosity at 
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last got the better of me. so I arose and 
crept to the door, which was ajar because 
of the broken latch. The three men were 
playing cards at the table upon which 
stood bottles and glasses. 

How I mourned the absence of a key to 
lock the bedroom door, as I again climbed 
into bed. Fear of the consequences of 
their drinking was born within me. Still, 
trusting to that chivalry with which every 
man is supposed to be endowed, I man- 
aged to fall asleep. I don't know how 
long I slept, but when I opened my eyes I 
could still hear voices in the next room. 
As I heard a gruff voice use the word 
"girl," I again slipped from the bed. 
Peeping through the crack of the door, I 
was in time to hear Red saying : 

"That let's you out, Jim. It's between 
Bill, and me now. Want to bet I don't get 
her. - '" 

ALL thoughts of sleep vanished as the 
•*■ truth dawned on me. These men 
were playing a game with me for the 
stake; and my fate now rested between 
Slade and Red. I must escape, but how? 
My only hope lay through the room 
where the men were. So I wrapped a 
blanket about me and crawled along the 
floor in the direction of the outer door. 
When nearly at my objective, Red threw 
down his cards, crying: 

"What did I tell you, she's mine." 

My heart went sick within me and I 
nearly lost my senses. Just then the 
trailing blanket caught around a chair leg 
and the noise attracted their attention. 
Like lightning, Red was out of his chair, 
and in another second I was struggling in 
his arms. I tore his hair and clothing, 
and scratched his face, but to no avail. 

At last, breathless and powerless to 
fight any longer, I lay half-swooning in 
his arms, while his hot lips were pressed 
again and again to mine. 

"Now, you be a good kid," he was say- 
ing, "and you won't be sorry; but you 

belong to me, now, and by I'll show 

you I'm your master. Do you get me?" 

I nodded my head and he again seated 
himself at the table, holding me upon his 
knee. The other two men regarded me 
with appraising eyes and I hid my face 
on Red's shoulder. This action on my 
part must have given him the impression 
that I had capitulated, for he released his 
hold on me. No sooner was I free than 
I ran for the door, but before I could 
reach it, I was once more struggling in his 
arms. The other two men went out after 
tliat. Red pressed his lips to mine again 
and again — then merciful oblivion! 

AFTER breakfast next morning, during 
■ which he kept a watchful eye upon 
me to see that I made no effort to escape, 
he bade the others good-by, and mount- 
ing his horse and holding me before him, 
we rode away. Some hours later we came 
to a clearing in the woods, which con- 
tained a cabin not unlike the other. We 
dismounted and he took me in. Shoving 
me into the kitchen, he ordered me to 
cook dinner. The meal at a close, he 
compelled me to sit on his knee and 
endure his caresses, while he talked about 
himself and his future intentions. He 
stated that he was a gambler, and that 
when we went out into the world again, 
I was to help him win money by signal- 
ing the cards .held against him. And in 



the end I agreed to help him — I could do 
nothing else. 

tpVENTUALLY, our sojourn at the 
■■— ' cabin came to an end and we returned 
to civilization. When he learned that I 
could dance, he took pleasure in having 
me dance for him. One day, on our 
travels, we stopped at an Indian encamp- 
ment and the chief entertained us by 
having several of his tribe dance; and in 
turn Red commanded me to exhibit my 
skill. Again and again I was obliged to 
go through my steps, while the chief 
watched me with eyes that frightened me. 
When I was through the Indian offered 
Red many supplies in exchnge for me. 
As Red hesitated before replying, I lay 
scarcely daring to breathe. Then I felt 
his hand under my chin. He raised my 
face, and, after a long look into my eyes, 
informed the chief that I was not for sale. 

Three years passed in this way, during 
which there were times when it appeared 
as though my master was about to relent 
and make me his wife, but he never did. 
In that space of time we travelled all over 
the Northwest, while he plyed his trade. 
I assisted him in many games, but more 
often, in the later portion of that time, he 
seemed to be somewhat jealous of the ad- 
miring glances of other men, and so com- 
pelled me to remain in our room. 

One forenoon we left a small hamlet 
where Red had made some good winnings. 
Red was feeling unusually good-natured, 
laughing and joking as we rode along. As 
we passed a thicket, a shot rang out, 
causing my mount to rear and plunge, 
nearly throwing me to the ground. I 
quickly regained control, however, and 
rode back to the place where Red lay 
stretched on the ground in an ever-in- 
creasing pool of blood-. Hastily dismount- 
ing, I tried to stop the flow, using the 
hem of my skirt as a bandage. As con- 
sciousness returned, he looked up at me, 
whispering that it was useless — that he 
had played his last card — and then re- 
lapsed into unconsciousness. 

Although dazed, my mind rallied 
sufficiently to remember having seen the 
village priest in a yard near the edge of 
the town. I dragged the wounded man 
into the shade of a neighboring tree, and, 
mounting my horse, rode over to get him, 
that he might administer the last rites of 
the church to Red. The dying man 
opened his rapidly glazing eyes, and with 
outstretched arms entreated me in a 
husky whisper to come to him. 

BY this time it had become second na- 
ture for me to obey his bidding, and 
as I bent over him his arms closed around 
my body. He looked into my tearful face 
with sorrowful eyes, and as he began to 
speak a wave of joy welled up in my 
heart. 

His words were graven on my memory 
and I never shall forget them, for I saw 
then that God had not entirely forsaken 
me. 

"You poor little girl, the cards were cer- 
tainly stacked against you. I sure did 
hand you a rotten deal. But I'm going to 
cash in my chips now, and I want you to 
forgive me for being such a brute. Before 
I go, I want the priest to give you the 
right to my name, unworthy as it is." 

Tearfully I told him that I forgave 
him. Then he released me, and motioned 
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the priest to his side, and the ceremony 
which made me his wife was performed. 

Again, he clasped my sob-shaken body 
in his arms and pressed his lips, no longer 
fiery with passion but becoming colder as 
the grim specter approached, to mine as 
he murmured, "My wife! And now — 
now I can face my Maker in peace." 

With one arm still about me, he reached 
inside his shirt with the other, and drew 
forth ( the picture of a sweet-faced 1 , grey- 
haired woman. In a voice choked with 
emotion, he placed it in my hands with 
the request that I go to her — his mother — 
and tell her who I was and that he had 
gone to the Great Beyond. 

I promised to obey his wishes and he 
gave me all the money he had to pay my 
expenses. With a voice that was growing 
weaker moment by moment, he lay there, 
my hand clasped in his and his eyes upon 
my face, and told me his story. 

D ORN of parentage equally as good as 
•*-* my own, he had been a student in a 
Western college. While there, he had 
met a young woman with whom he had 
fallen in love and they had become en- 
gaged. The day before they were to have 
been married, she had jilted him. Dis- 
gusted with life, he left home and friends 
to bury himself in the Canadian wilds. 
He used me to wreak his revenge upon 
his false sweetheart. 

When he had concluded, he motioned 
to him the priest, who had stood aside, a 
silent, listener, and asked for his blessing. 
Then, while the holy man knelt in prayer, 
he groped for my hand again. 

"Kiss me, dear." he whispered. His 
throat sounded the death rattle — and I 
was a widow. 

Casting myself upon his breast, I burst 
into a paroxysm of tears, not because I 
had loved him, but because he had been 
my sole provider for so long that a terror- 
izing loneliness came over me. When I 
had recovered my composure, I rose, 
mounted my horse, ami in company with 
the priest, rode back to the village where 
I made preparations for the funeral. I 
then rode to the home of the priest, who 
gave me a marriage certificate, after 
which I made inquiries as to the location 
of the nearest railway station and how to 
get there. Through the priest's kindly 
efforts a purchaser for my two horses was 
found and a man located to drive me to 
the train, a distance of eighteen miles. 

^^EXT morning after an early break- 
"• ' fast we started, but had not covered 
more than half the distance over the 
rough mountain trails when an animal 
darted from the bushes in front of the 
horses, causing them to rear and thrash 
about. All would have been well had not 
one of the reins broken. The driver seeing 
that the animals were beyond his control, 
yelled to me to jump. I tried to do so, but 
my foot became caught on the footboard 
and I fell headlong to the ground, though 
clear of the swaying wagon. 

Nearly six weeks later, I opened my 
eyes to a bare-walled room, (containing no 
furniture but the bed upon which I lay, a 
broken-back chair, and a table, upon 
which was quite an array of bottles, a tin 
dipper and a spoon. No one was in sight; 
and I could hear nothing. I tried to rise, 
but found myself unable to move, and 
gave a groan of pain. The groan had 



scarcely passed my lips before the door 
opened, and a man came in. Inquiring if 
I wished anything, and expressing pleas- 
ure at my regaining my senses, he pro- 
ceeded to give me an explanation as to my 
presence in his home. He happened to be 
passing the scene of the runaway; and, 
hearing a moan, hail instituted a search, 
with the result that he discovered me 
lying unconscious in a clump of bushes at 
the side of the road. No trace of the 
driver could be found. 

He had carried me to the little hut in 
which he lived and had ridden six miles 
for a doctor, who had at once pronounced 
me a victim of brain fever. 

AS my rescuer recited his story an 
■**■ expression which I was unable to 
fathom was in his eyes, and I wondered if 
I had again fallen into the hands of a 
human wolf. 

As the days of my convalescence 
passed, I rapidly regained my lost 
strength, and the hollows about my per- 
son caused by fever once more disap- 
peared. Nothing had been said concern- 
ing my future until I had so far recovered 
as to be able to walk without assistance. 
Then the desire to see my old father once 
more filled my heart. 

After a while I began to do little things 
alwut the house. 

One evening, as we were preparing our 
simple evening meal together, I ventured 
the statement that I must soon be on my 
way back to the land of the Stars and 
Stripes. I thanked him for his kindness 
and offered to pay for his trouble. The 
words were scarcely out of my mouth 
when he turned away and went into the 
other room without a word. Not many 
minutes elapsed before he returned with 
my money and marriage certificate as 
well as the picture of my late husband's 
mother. 

As he placed the articles in my lap, he 
gazed so intently into my eyes that I 
blushed. He straightened up and threw 
his shoulders back. 

"lV/fAY I speak what I have on my 
■"■*■ mind?" he said. And as I nodded, 
he continued. "I know that I have no 
right to say what I want to, because you 
are a married woman. I don't know 
where your husband is, and I care less, 
but any man who let's a dear little woman 
like you run around alone in a country 
that's full of thieves and murderers, isn't 
fit to have a wife." 

I tried to interrupt, but he shook his 
head and went on. "Ever since I found 
you up there on the ground and brought 
you here in my arms, I've worshipped 
you from the top of your lovely head to 
the soles of your little feet. And, now, I 
must let you go when I need you so much." 
Again I tried to speak; again he shook 
his head and turned away, as in a broken 
voice he murmured, "Well, I guess I'll 
get over it, but it's going to be hard." 
He threw himself at my feet and buried 
his face in the hem of my skirt, while his 
body shook with emotion. 

AT last my eyes were opened. The ex- 
** pression in his eyes had been adora- 
tion and worship for me — while I had 
feared unnameable things. Even while he 
thought another had a prior claim upon 
me, he had loved and wanted me. I, too, 
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realized the meaning of the tin-ills which 
passed through me, when our hands met. 
I loved him too. But would he still want 
me after he heard my story? I didn't 
know, but I would soon find out. Taking 
his hands, I raised his face to mine, and 
gazing into the depths of his brown eyes, I 
told him everything from the time my 
father shut me in my room until the day 
he found me. Before my story was com- 
pleted his arms were about me. Then, 



kneeling at my feet, he bade me hush. 

"My darling, you'll be my wife," he 
said joyfully. "If you don't love me 
now, perhaps you will in time. I want 
you so much. Please say yes!" 

After a feeble attempt to convince him 
that I was not a fit woman to be his wife 
— to which statement he refused to agree 
— I gave him the answer he desired. 

That is many years ago, and I have 
never had cause to regret it. . 



The Life Story of a Bank Burglar 

(Continued from page 66) 



him across the street and threw him into 
an empty box car. 

Jimmy and I made the entrance with- 
out any trouble. We started drilling the 
vault immediately. There was an early . 
morning passenger train due at three 
o'clock, going north to Wilmington; we 
wanted to make our getaway on that, so 
we hurried. Just as we were about to put 
in the "soup," Porter called us outside. 

"What's the trouble?" I asked him. 

"Here come tliree diunken coons down 
the street. I think they saw me. We 
better stick them up." 

We could hear them talking. When 
they got to the bank we jumped out and 
shouted, "Hands up!" 

THEN we tied all of them up, put gags 
in their mouths, carried' them over to 
the box car on the siding and threw them 
in with the other negro that we had found 
asleep on the bank steps. 

We returned to the bank, applied the 
cap, fuse and nitroglycerin to the vault 
door. The explosion was almost instan- 
taneous — a sharp, quick one, not very 
loud and not very light — something like 
the report of a discharged forty-four re- 
volver; the vault door lock box crashed 
to the ground. 

We pulled open the door. The bills, 
gold and silver were scattered all over 
the vault floor. We bundled Up all the 
paper money and gold, leaving the silver, 
of which there was about three or four 
thousand dollars. 

Twenty-seven thousand, five hundred 
and fifty dollars for about twenty minutes' 
work. Not so bad. 

We boarded the early morning passen- 
ger when she pulled into the station and 
rode the blind baggage to the freight 
yards in Wilmington. We got off and 
went into the woods to await the coming 
of night, for we knew that the news of the 
robbery would get to the Wilmington de- 
tectives, and they, of course, would be 
looking for everylx>dy that did not look 
like a bank burglar. We didn't look the 
part, therefore there was a strong prob- 
ability of our being arrested if we roamed 
around Wilmington hi broad daylight. 

TEN years ago, when we robbed the 
Bridgeton bank a gang of drug-crazed 
negro bandits roamed the Philadelphia, 
Wilmington and Baltimore Railroad — 
now known as the Philadelphia, Baltimore 
and Washington Railroad. The leader of 
this gang was known to the underworld as 
the "Brooklyn Shine." He worked with 
two other desperate negroes, the "River- 
side Shine" and "The Wolf." They were 
all tliree cocaine fiends, three murdering 



brutes that were utterly devoid of every 
human instinct. 

Their victims were hoboes, berry 
pickers, oyster dredgers and farm hands. 
These poor fellows would work on the 
farms of southern Maryland, Delaware 
and Virginia during the fruit season 
until they had accumulated sixty or 
seventy dollars, when they would go to 
Philadelphia or Baltimore and buy them- 
selves an outfit of clothes. They usually 
traveled in crowds of ten and fifteen, 
every one of whom would have sixty 
dollars or more in his pocket. 

The "Brooklyn Shine" and his gang 
saw a chance to collect a bank roll with 
little effort and less danger, since the 
hoboes seldom carried guns. 

The station for the dusty knights of the 
road is the watering tank. The watering 
tank is to the hobo just what the railroad 
station is to the passenger. The hoboes 
congregate around it, smoking pipes and 
cigarettes and relating their adventures. 
"Dusty Willie" will tell "Hungry Joe" 
and "Handout Shorty" that this house is 
good for rolls and coffee; the other, ham 
and eggs, while such and such a residence 
will want them to cut a cord of wood for 
bread and jam. The watering tank is 
the hoboes' board of trade, where means 
and methods of livelihood are discussed 
and confidences exchanged. 

THE "Brooklyn Shine" and his gang 
got their information around the 
watering tanks as to what hobo had 
money, and which ones didn't have it. 
When the train pulled into the tank for 
water and the hoboes boarded it. the 
"Brooklyn Shine" and his two pals always 
got in the empty car nearest the engine. 
When the train started out the "Shines" 
got to work. 

They carried a rope ladder, at the end 
of which were two hooks that they fas- 
tened under the running-board on the top 
of the car. It was an easy matter for 
them to slide from the top of a car to the 
inside, regardless of how fast the train 
was going. It was equally as easy for 
them to climb lip and out of the car after 
a hold-up. When they entered a car it 
was their custom to close all the doors, 
light a candle and then shout "hands up;" 
everybody would huddle up in the end 
of the car. 

The hoboes were thus robbed of their 
summer's earnings. The negroes, how- 
ever, didn't stop with the mere hold-up 
of the tramps. They were blood-thirsty 
bandits. They made the hoboes jump 
off the train; if the train was going fifty 
miles an hour or ten miles an hour, it was 
all the same to them. Some of the un- 



fortunates hit the ground safely, others 
fell under the swiftly moving wheels and 
were ground to pieces. The ones who 
resisted were killed right then and there. 
It is a matter of record that these black 
desperadoes killed at least forty or fifty 
tramps; It was a common thing for 
track walkers on the old P. W. &B. R. It. 
to see bodies lying along the tracks, some 
of which were filled with bullets, otheru 
cut up beyond recognition! 

WE knew all about the depredation;- 
of the "Brooklyn Shine" and his 
gang, so it was only natural that we 
should discuss him as we lay in the woods 
outside of Wilmington waiting for the 
night to come. 

"It would be a riot," said Porter, "if 
we should bump into that gang tonight." 

"It would be worth all the money I've 
got in my pocket," declared Ford, "to 
have that nigger try to stick me up." 

"I hope we stumble up against him, 
Jimmy," Porter remarked. 

"I'll bump him off if I do, Eddie, you 
can gamble on that," replied Ford. 
"I've been digging into hanks all my life, 
and I've yet to harm a man, woman, or 
child, but turn me loose with that nigger 
just once. I'm going to kill him if it's the 
last thing I ever do." 

We laughed at Jimmy, but he went on 
with his denunciation of the "Shine." 

"I don't mean to say that I'm going to 
blaze away at him on sight. I'll give him 
a chance for his life, but if he comes into 
the car that I'm in, he's going to get all 
I've got in this forty-four." 

"It won't be our luck to meet him to- 
night," said Porter. 

'Don't be too sure about that, Eddie," 
I answered. "Let's figure on it and decide 
what we shall do if he comes into our car." 

"You're right, Jack," cut in Ford. "It 
isn't a joke; he's bad and he may get the 
drop on us." 

'"IITELL," said Ford, "let's make up 
V" our minds what we are going to do!' 
We decided that we would be extremely 
careful. We would keep close tabs on the 
"Brooklyn Shine" and his gang; if we saw 
them get on our train we wouldn't say 
anything or do any tiling to them until 
they entered our car and closed the doors. 
When they did that we knew that it 
meant just one thing; a hold up, and we 
felt that we would be justified in resorting 
to any means to protect ourselves. 

At midnight we came out of the woods 
and started for the watering tank down 
in the middle of the freight yards to catch 
a freight train for Baltimore. 

It was a bright moonlight night, in- 
numerable stars glittered in the blue 
vault above, a maze of ruby-red and 
emerald-green switch lights sparkled and 
shone with the brilliance of gems. Great 
express trains, pounding the rails at sixty 
miles an hour, applied the brakes as they 
entered the yards, and the wheels, as 
though they were angry, spat little balls 
of red flames from under the brakes as 
steel grabbed steel. 

A hundred or more hoboes of all 
nationalities, shapes and sizes swarmed 
around the tank like a bunch of bees 
around a hive. Some of them were fairly 
well-dressed and clean-looking, others 
without enough clothes to pad a crutch, 
and dirty as pigs. 
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THEY were a merry lot as they sat 
there in the bright moonlight, these 
young and old panhandlers and riders of 
side-door Pullmans. 

From an empty box car behind the 
water tank came three negroes. Ford, 
Porter and I watched them as they cir- 
culated among the hoboes. 

"There's the 'Brooklyn Shine' and his 
gang!" exclaimed Porter. 

"I'm going over to the tank," said 
Ford, "and let them get a flash at my 
ring and stud. If they see them I know 
they will be after us." 

The three of us went over to the tank. 
We were all well-dressed, so, of course, the 
"Shine" and his gang l>egan to give us the 
once-over. 

After awhile we saw the three of them 
go off from the crowd and hold a sort of 
whispered consultation, looking at us oc- 
casionally as they talked. We knew then 
that we were in for an interesting night. 

Finally the train came rumbling up. 
The hoboes ran in all directions to 
board it. The "Brooklyn Shine" and his 
two pals got in the first car next to the 
engine. Ford, Porter and I climbed into 
an empty in the middle of the train. In a 
few moments we were on our way to 
Baltimore. 

After we had traveled about twenty 
miles Ford began to grow impatient. 

"I wish tliat nigger would hurry up," 
he said. 

He had no sooner uttered these words 
than we heard a groan. 

"What was that?" shouted Porter. 
"Did you hear it?" 

Porter had liardly finished speaking 
when we heard another groan. And as 
the train breezed along we saw a form 
rolling over and over on the ground. 
Suddenly the fireman opened a door to 
feed coal to the engine. The reflection 
from the fire box illuminated the sky and 
the side of the train. We looked towards 
the head of the train and saw a form go 
headlong to the ground, and as the train 
rolled by we heard another groan. The 
thugs were at work, killing those who 
were resisting them and making the other 
victims jump from the train as soon as 
they robbed them of their money. 

PRESENTLY we saw the three "nig- 
gers" climbing out of the car and up 
the rope ladder. Within a few seconds we 
saw them again clambering down into 
another car. Then other forms hit the 
the ground, and as we passed them, 
we heard more groans. One jumped 
in a cut as the train rounded a curve 
and we saw him bounce back under the 
wheels to death. 

"Holy !" we exclaimed simultane- 
ously, "did you hear the wheels grinding 
up that poor fellow's body?" 

I cannot tell you how I felt. I was 
stunned, dazed, horror-stricken! What 
bloodthirsty, murdering fiends those 
negroes were! Some of the sights tliat I 
saw that night, blood-red tragedies, are 
indelibly engraved upon my mind and I 
shudder now as I write them. I wish I 
could forget, but I can't, try as I may. 

Nothing arouses the animal that lies 
dormant in every human being more than 
an act of brutality. Those of the northern 
states who have never understood the 
psychology of the fiery Southerners who 
hunt and lynch negro assailants of white 
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Your Success Is Due 

to a wonderful power everyone has. but which lies 
dormant in most persons or is too ignorantly used. 

This wonderful power is marvelous in its might, 
yet so easy and gentle in its effect, when rightly 
used, that it takes none of your strength. 
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to rightly use this wonderful power so its reaction 
on you will be constructive. 

Lack of the knowledge of how to do this is the 
underlying cause of all failure. 
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edge and develop the ability to use your wonderful 
power to the greatest degree. 

Soul power is not understood by many persons. 
Its use increases and strengthens your physical and 
mental power and makes you invincible. 

How to begin to develop and unfold your soul 
power is taught by that Master Psychologist, 
Dr. I 7 . YV. Sears, in his books on "Concentration — 
Its Mentology and Psychology,'* and "How to 
Conquer Fear.** 

Both books for $1 postpaid; or send name and 
address on post card and pay postman $1.10 on 
delivery. Money back if not satisfied. 
Learn the secret of soul power. 

Centre Publishing Co., 108 W. 34th St., Suite 676, New York 
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Cloth . 2.00 

Art Paper . 1.00 

<V^LLEN o^fRT /YtUDIOS 

4100 Broadway, Oakland, California, U. S. A. 



w 



■ 



Learn Advertising 



Hotomo 



_ _ learn easily and quickly by mail 
spare time at home. We assist you 
to earn $20 to $40 weekly while 
learning. Highest paid profession, 
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women could very easily understand this 
psychology, if they ever looked upon the 
dastardly acts of assassins like the 
"Brooklyn Shine" and his gang. I have 
some compassion for the person who kills 
in a heat of passion, or who kills in self 
defense, but for the criminal who kills de- 
fenseless men and women, I say give him 
the chair, the rope, the torch — no form of 
death is too horrible for him ! 

' I 'HE next time we looked out of the car 
-*■ we saw the negroes coming down their 
rope ladder into another car right next to 
ours. A few moments afterwards we 
heard several shots and saw a fellow fall 
out of the car to the ground; we heard 
him groan as the train speeded by. We 
counted five as they hit the ground. God 
only knows how many of them were shot 
and how many fell under the wheels. 

"Get ready," said Ford, "we're next. 
I'm going to kill that coon if it's the last 
thing I ever do." 

"Examine your guns, quick," shouted 
Porter. 

We pulled out our cannons and gave 
them the once-over. 

"Let's get up in the corner of the car," 
said Ford. "They're liable to step in on 
us any minute now." 

"We won't blaze away at them," whis- 
pered Porter, "until they shut the doors 
and light the candles, then give them 
hell." 

"No," Ford broke in, "wait until they 
order us to put up our hands." 

We agreed to Ford's proposal. My 
nerves were tingling with excitement: I 
wasn't scared a bit; I was just on edge, 
like a race horse panting at the barrier. I 
really wanted the battle to start. The 
thugs had driven me to desperation by 
their atrocious murders. 

"Where in the hell are they?" inquired 
Ford impatiently. 

His words had hardly died away when 
the rope ladder swung in the door. In a 
second the "Brooklyn Shine," hat over 
his eyes, and gun in hand, came clamber- 
ing down. 



Continued in Next Issue 

TRUE STORY MAGAZINE 

On Sale June 10th 



Why Not Help Us 
Edit True Story? 

WE are offering a prize of $10.00 for 
the best letter, $5.00 for the second 
best letter, and $2.00 each for the next 
five best letters of criticism on each issue 
of True Story. 

Tell us which articles you like and 
why; and which articles you don't like, 
and why; how you think the magazine 
could be improved; and what errors you 
find. 

Give a percentage rate for interest-holding 
qualities of features and stories as follows: 
Poor, equals a rating under 79 per cent; fair, 
equals 80 to 89 per cent; good, 90 to 93 per 
cent; very good, 94 to 96 per cent; super- 
latively good, 97 to 100 per cent. 



iliue Story Magazine 



105 



The Whistling Girl 

(Continued from page 39) 



to take me to the circus. It was a simple 
thing later to escape from them and slip 
around to the dressing-room. There -I 
was given a pair of red tights with black 
trunks, and outside the manager was an- 
nouncing that a local girl would perform. 

WELL, my performance was a huge 
success. But when I reached home I 
was in for it. The long-expected catas- 
trophe had come. I had disgraced the 
family. From that day on, I had to de- 
pend entirely on my good old whistle to 
keep me cheerful. The one thought was 
instilled in my mind that I must not 
worry Mother, and since I had disgraced 
her, I must not let her know that I was 
unhappy and must keep on whistling so 
she would think I was nappy. 

Time passed, and when I was fifteen 
we moved to Arizona. Then Sister died, 
and something died within me. She 
understood me and always helped to 
smooth things for me at home, and now 
she was gone. Mother, of course, was 
heartbroken, as were all of us. It was 
my last term of High School, and I real- 
ized that I must bear my grief the best I 
could and still try to make good at school, 
as it was time that I should go out to work 
and help my brothers bear the burden. 
My two oldest brothers had married and 
my youngest brother supported Grand- 
mother, Sister, Mother and me. Now 
that Sister was gone, I must work that 
much harder and try to make up to 
Mother for what she had lost. Then one 
day I heard Mother speaking to Grand- 
mother. 

"Yes, she is in there whistling just as 
though nothing had happened. I don't 
see why God couldn't have left me the 
good one, instead of taking the good and 
leaving the bad." 

Grandmother said, "Yes, that's always 
the way. The good are taken and the 
no account are left." 

CCHOOL drew gradually to a close. I 
^ realized that Mother woidd expect me 
to graduate. Mother took less interest 
than ever in me, now that Sister was gone, 
and my one black skirt and two white 
shirt-waists constituted my wardrobe, and 
somehow I realized that it would break 
Brother's heart if I should graduate in 
those old clothes. He worked hard to 
keep me in school and it would make him 
so happy to see me graduate, but it would 
break his heart to see me there in my old 
black skirt and waist. But Mother, when 
I asked if I might buy a cheap white dress, 
told me that if I cared anything for my 
dead sister I wouldn't be thinking of 
clothes. I know she didn't understand 
that it was not for show that I wanted a 
white dress, but so that Brother would not 
feel so hurt. I didn't know what to do. 
Then the great day came. I passed all 
my examinations with honors, but I knew 
that I just couldn't humiliate Brother by 
graduating in my old black skirt. He 
was looking forward to the evening as 
only a proud brother can, with never a 
thought but tliat I would be properly 
dressed. I must manage some way. So 
that afternoon I walked out to the ceme- 
tery and sat by Sister's grave and thought 



things over. Desperate measures require 
desperate remedies. Without a moment's 
hesitation, though shaking in every limb, 
I laid my left arm on a rock and picking 
up a large cobblestone brought it down 
on my left arm. The first time, I only 
bruised the flesh: the second time, how- 
ever, I was more successful and managed 
to break my arm midway between the 
elbow and wrist. At home I told them 
that I had fallen down and thus broken 
the bone. Of course, tliat prevented my 
going to the graduating exercises. Thus 
Brother was saved the humiliation of see- 
ing me graduate in my shabby dress, and 
no one ever suspected. 

My older brother, who was in San 
Francisco, wrote me shortly after this, 
offering to pay my way through business 
college, and I jumped at the chance. 

I FINISHED my business course with 
colors flying, and then I returned 
to Arizona and secured a position in a law 
office and at last was able to help Brother 
support the family. But somehow I 
seemed more of an outsider in our family 
now than ever before, even though I was 
a wage-earner and doing my bit at home. 

Mother moved to El 1'aso and I secured 
work there. 

Then a boy entered my life, a neigh- 
bor's son. He seemed to understand me. 
He didn't think me queer, as other people 
did; didn't think I was an enigma just 
because I always kept my little troubles 
to myself and pretended that I was happy 
and carefree when all the time I was in 
misery. Dave realized that I was liv- 
ing a life of make-believe, and so I told 
him all about it and he assured me that I 
was not "no account," as they had said, 
and told me that I had done nothing dis- 
graceful and that I was really fit for nice 
people to associate with. 

I TNTIL that time, I had not dared make 
^ friends with other girls because I 
thought I was not fit. I was seventeen 
and Mother had never told me anything 
of the vital issues of life, and I was igno- 
rant as only a little girl can be whose 
only companions had been a trapeze and 
a whistle and loneliness. 

I was so carried away with Dave's sym- 
pathy that I threw my arms around his 
neck and kissed him! Mother saw me. 
I had no intention of hiding my action 
from her. She saw me, and I was dis- 
graced for life. That night, things were 
said that I could never repeat. The next 
day after a sleepless night I went to the 
office. I had left the house whistling and 
was accused of being a disgraceful, shame- 
less wretch. I had to whistle, because 
years before I had forced myself to act a 
part, and it was just as natural for me to 
pretend that I was happy as it was for 
me to live. I had long since realized that 
I must never let the world know my feel- 
ings, that I must never let the world know 
but that I was the happiest, most care- 
free girl alive. I met everyone with a 
grin, when I was longing to go away some- 
where and have a good cry. 

I went to work as usual the next day. 
However, the nervous strain was telling 
on me and I broke down and had to be 



t.A-.zo.-F >' 



r Pirts this 



•*-"•. 

o 



Diamom 

CLUSTER RING 
ON YOUR FINGER 



There is no red tape about this pheno- li 
meruit offer and we are positive yon \\ 
will be entirely satisfied with this won- U 
tlerful gem. It*strue.ttS1.00I)iIlwillputt!il9 \' 
beautiful ring on your finger. It baa seven U 
perfect cut genuine diamonds. It 

Look&likQ I 1 /* camt\ 

Compare this gem with al 1-2 carat diamond end \, 
you will see that It rescmbleaa$700Bolitaire. *ihe\ 
perfectly cut, 7 sparkling, brilliant etonescroset \ 
in solid platinum not just I'hitinurn Top which gives \ 
It added beauty. Send un a dollar hill with your 
name and address and we will ship this wonderful 
bargain to you by return mall. 

Wear it CB^ET 
30 DAYS P Kt 

f f not satisfied after SO data, return end w« v. .. 
refund your money. Never in history has nuch c. 
phenomenal oircrb«er.made.onconvenicnttcrms/ 
of 51. per week or $i. per month until SlH.fiO Is/ 
paId.Trj-tobuythl9eIu3tcrfortc33thnnSS5.Yony 
will agree weotrerareal oai'gain. Thlals nneof/ 
many bargains illustrated In our Free cata- 
logue. Hush your order today to Dept. G50. 



looks 
like 



\x:arat 

\stonc 



Uat «nf< 



*o 



Col 



■■>&. 



"x^, 



°%^ 



James Bergman, 

37 Maiden Lane N. Y 



^o, 



Of- 



e<] 






PLAY MUSIC ON A SAW 

You can produce most wonderful, soft, sweet music from 
nny common carpenter's auw with a violin bow or soft 
hammer, if you know how. No musical ability required — 
you need not know one note from another. 

EASY TO LEARN IN 
3 WEEKS 

1 ABSOLUTELY GUARANTEE to 

teach you to play popular music with- 
in 3 weeks. 1 will Rive you all the 
■ecretsand tricks I have learned in 
my 10 years' success aa a saw musi- 
'eian— secret a never before revealed 
and unknown to other musical en- 
tertainers. Very little practice re- 
quired—it's all in knowing how. 

MAKE BIG MONEY 

Amnze your friends with this re- 
markable, new form of entertain- 
ment. You'll be the most popular 
person in yourcrowd. Your services 
will be in demand at Clubs, Lodges, 
Church Affairs and Dances all over 
your state. Your act will always bo 
the big hit and you'll be paid as 
much money for a few minutes' en* 
tertainment aa moat men make in a 
day. 

Send today for complete free In- 
formation, "How to 1'lay a Saw." 
C. J. MUSS EH L, 386 Mack Bldg., Fort Atkinson, Wis. 
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sent home. For days, I lay delirious with 
fever. When I was convalescent Mother 
said that I had disgraced her, and that I 
had committed the unpardonable sin. In 
some hazy way I realized of what she was 
accusing me, but I was ignorant, hope- 
lessly ignorant of the vital things of life 
and I didn't know wliat to do. I knew I 
had done nothing wrong, but Mother said 
when I got well enough I must leave. 

T SECURED a position in Parral, in the 
•*■ State of Chihuahua, close to Mexico 
City. There was much fighting among 
the Mexicans at that time and Americans 
were warned to stay out of Mexico, but I 
had no choice, as I had no money with 
which to go away and hunt work, and the 
San Patricio Mining and Milling Com- 
pany offered to pay my way to Parral if 
I would go down and work for them. 
Office help was scarce in Mexico. When 
I was ready to go Mother relented and 
said I might stay. And when I told her 
I must go on with my plans as I had given 
my word to the company, she became 
angry and told me never to darken her 
doorway again. 

Grandmother said: "Baby, don't come 
back until you have redeemed yourself." 

I didn't know just what to do to redeem 
myself, I didn't know just what I liad 
done that I should be redeemed. I only 
knew that I was weak from fever and 
longed to go to bed and stay there, but I 
had to whistle and keep going. 

A/f OTHER wrote me some nice letters 
*-7* when I was in Mexico, and alto- 
gether I was just as liappy as any girl 
could be who had no better opinion of 
herself than I had. I was able to send 
money home every month. Then came 
the order for all foreigners to get out, that 
the town would be attacked within twelve 
hours. All the American men rushed 
their wives and children to El Paso. I 
didn't go. The battle continued for fifty- 
tw.o hours, this being the longest battle 
the Mexicans have ever fought. It was 
not pleasant, the fighting and killing, but 
I kept within the adobe office buildings 
and was quite safe. Two weeks after 
this battle I left and returned to El Paso. 
I liad secured a position with a railroad 
company in a small West Texas town. 

When I arrived in El Paso I wanted to 
go home and see Mother, but I thought 

it would be best for me to go on to S , 

the town where 1 was to work. I slipped 
up to the house tliat night and watched 
through the window. Mother was read- 
ing and Grandma sitting near the window, 
talking. Mother was saying that she was 
really worried about me down in Mexico 
alone, and she supposed the only reason 
I wouldn't get out of Mexico and come 
home was because I "had some fellow on 
the string and just wouldn't leave him." 

I SLUNK away in the shadows and hur- 
ried to the station just as fast as I 
could. I wrote Mother a letter and 
mailed it, enclosing all the money I had 
excepting three dollars. The railroad 
company for whom I was to work had 
furnished me a pass. When I reached 
my destination I wrote Mother, and when 
she answered she upbraided me for not 
going home when I was in El Paso, and 
said many hard things. 

I had been in the town of S only two 



months when I contracted blood poison- 
ing, caused from a cut on the arm by a 
piece of tin. I had met a young man who 
lived at the same boarding-house where I 
stayed, who was kind to me, kinder than 
anyone had ever been. My lonely, hun- 
gry heart was so grateful for his affection 
that when he asked me to be his wife I 
said I woidd. We were married within 
two montlis after we had met. I wrote 
Mother that I had married, and she wrote 
a cruel letter, saying she didn't believe 
that I was married; that she didn't be- 
lieve there was a legal marriage. She 
didn't see why anyone would want me 
with my cpieer disposition. I sent her a 
certified copy of my marriage license. 
Then she changed, wrote me kind letters 
and I was supremely happy. This was 
in 1913. In 1914 my baby came, but it 
was born dead. I was left a cripple, and 
walked with a pronounced limp. My 
husband was good to me and seemed to 
really love me. 

AFTER the birth and death of our 
■** baby, I again went to work so that 
I could send money to Mother each 
month. My one desire was to do my 
share toward making the living, so that 
my husband would not have to work so 
hard. Time passed and two years ago 
we came to Arizona. We each had se- 
cured a position in a mining town. My 
work was at the mining office. The mine 
was down in the valley and the town on 
top of the mountain. Being crippled as 
I was, I was forced to give up my position 
as I was not able to go back and forth. 

My husband and I were supremely 
happ^ he seemed to fairly worship me, 
and I — I idolized him. Finally we real- 
ized that we must not stay in this mining 
town, so he secured a position in a more 
desirable town in Arizona, and I secured 
one elsewhere with the understanding 
that as soon as he became located and we 
became straightened up financially, I 
would go to him. Time passed, and when 
I would write and ask when I coidd go to 
him, he would always find some excuse 
why he was not ready for me. 

FINALLY he wrote and told me that 
he did not love me any more and did 
not want me — and for me the bottom fell 
out of the world. I didn't know what to 
do, so I just kept plugging away and kept 
whistling, trying to keep my courage from 
ebbing. I thought surely he didn't mean 
this,' and perhaps if I worked hard and 
tried my very best to make good, perhaps 
he would care for me again. After 
awhile I secured a better position in 
another town in Arizona. 

Then one day I saw my husband. He 
was with a woman whose husband was in 
France, and I learned that it is for this 
woman that he cares, and that he really 
does not care for me. The world is all 
in a tangle and all I can do is to keep 
whistling. When I whistle, people never 
suspect that I am worried and they re- 
mark about my cheerful disposition. 

I don't know how things will end. I 
am able to help Mother considerably 
now, as I am earning almost two hundred 
dollars a month as clerk for one of the 
leading law firms of the State. The end is 
not yet. I will either win back my hus- 
band's love, or I will just have to keep 
on plugging away alone — and whistle. 
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correspondence ceased. When I ret nrned 
home at vacation time, his family had 
moved away, and I did not see him again 
for several years. Then he came back on 
a visit. 

From the youth I had parted with he 
liad grown into one of the finest speci- 
mens of manhood I have ever seen, and 
the love I had thought buried burst into 
flame again in both our hearts the first 
minute our eyes met. 
. We saw a great deal of each other, and 
when my father spoke to me about see- 
ing too much of Frank, I laughed and 
told him that as long as I was engaged to 
another man there was no need for worry. 

WHEX the last day of Frank's visit 
came, and he again asked me to 
marry him, I told him that I was engaged 
to another man. and intended to marry in 
six months. He had seen so plainly that 
I loved him better than anyone else, that 
lie could not understand. He was so 
crushed and his heart so completely 
broken, that I lost my power of resist- 
ance. 

I laid my hand on his bowed head and 
began to stroke his hair. Without raising 
his head he looked at his watch, then 
reached up and took the hand with which 
I had been stroking his hair. 

"I have only fifteen minutes to catch 
my train, dear," he said, as he looked into 
my eyes without even an effort to smile. 

Oh, the sorrow I saw there! 

He rose, and I followed him to the 
door, my hand still held in his. 

"Good-by." he said: and then. "I can- 
not bear to give you up." 

The sudden realization of what it 
meant to give him up came to me and, 
I cried: "You don't have to give me up, 
Frank." 

He searched my face for a moment to 
catch the full meaning of my words, then 
he caught me in his arms, crushing me to 
him, and our lips met for the first time. 

'"Oh, darling!" he exclaimed, as he tore 
himself away from me. "You have made 
me too happy for words." 

"I'll write," he said, as he ran down 
the steps, waving good-by. 

T.TE did write immediately. In fact, he 
■*■ *■ wrote on the train and I received the 
letter the next day. 



Page after page was filled with beauti- 
ful expressions of devotion and adoration. 
If a girl were ever at the point where she 
felt as if she could not face the future, I 
certainly was, after I had finished reading 
that letter. He had insisted on an early 
marriage, because, as he said, he had 
waited so long that he could not endure 
separation much longer; then he added: 

"Darling, I know you love me well 
enough not to mind Mother living with 
us for a while. She is so sweet that I 
know you will love her for my sake, won't 
you, dear?" 

And so it was that his mother was still 
to stand between us. Although I really 
intended to break my engagement with 
the other man, I could not bring myself 
to the point where I could actually live in 
the same house with that woman, not 
even for Frank's sake. There was no 
way out but to marry the other man right 
away, and this I did. I did not answer 
Frank's letter for several weeks, and then 
only to tell him of my marriage. I have 
never heard even indirectly from him since. 

IN looking back now from middle-age, 
and facing the sober truth, I realize 
that it was cowardice, pure and simple, 
that kept me from marrying Frank. I 
was not afraid of the future with him, nor 
his mother, either, for that matter; but it 
was fear of my father's condemnation. 
Were it to do over, I would marry Frank, 
and I believe I would meet the conse- 
quences more bravely than I have been 
able to meet some I have had to face. 

I wish I could make it plain to erring 
parents that "Murder will out," and when 
one least expects it, someone's life will be 
ruined by an act we think can be hidden 
from the world. Furthermore, I wish it 
were in my power also to make other 
parents realize that they should think 
well before they interfere with the mating 
of their children. What is a selfish pre- 
judice, compared with the life-long happi- 
ness of one's child? 

May God forgive me if I sinned against 
Frank, against the man I married, or 
against our children. I have been a good 
wife, and am frequently told that I am 
considered a model mother. I don't be- 
lieve anyone knows that down deep in my 
heart there are sometimes secret mis- 
givings. 
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vision, the choked sobs stifling me. 
There was a long, painful moment while 
he stood there — then he rushed out, and 
I could throw myself across the bed and 
abandon myself to grief. 

My renunciation of Frank Deland cost 
me more in soul torture than anything 
else that has ever happened to me. The 
tossing suffering of the night that followed 
his parting from me is etched into my 
recollections with the acid-tipped needle 
of despair. 

When the morning came, however, I 
found it necessary to be practical ; to con- 



sider without delay how I should shape 
my immediate future. At breakfast, the 
need for this became even more pressingly 
apparent. 

Already Mrs. Deland had talked of me, 
as I speedily became aware. No one 
spoke to me. From other tables, cold 
glances were directed toward me. 

Plainly, the forty dollars I had in my 
purse would be about all I cotdcl hope to 
collect from the hotel. 

Perhaps the reader has by this time 
discovered the fatalism which is now 
so definitely a part of my philosophy. 
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Your Face Is 
Your Fortune 

The woild's greatest facial 
remedy will restore ruined com- 
plexions to the beauty and 
purity of youth. 

IF YOUR blood is impure, if 
you have pimplei. frecklea, 
"wrinkles, black neada, rednsu 
of face or note, a muddy, sal- 
low akin, or any blemish on or 
under the skin, you need 

DR. JAMES P. CAMPBELL'S 
SAFE ARSENIC 
COMPLEXION WAFERS 
These marvelous beautifiera of the complexion and skin are 
wonderfully effective, and are absolutely safe and harm- 
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Clears Skin 



3 more 1 reckles.blackheads 
pimples I No more redness, 
roughness, sallowness or 
"muddy" complexion! Sci- 
ence has made a new discov- 
ery that clears and whitens 
your skin with amazing 
Quickness. As if by magic 
your skin imperfections 
harmlessly vanish— and. vour 
complexion takes on that 
clear, smooth beauty that 
everyone en viesandadmtres. 

There is hidden beauty In f/owrskin. 
Innn amazingly short timeyoucan 
bring it out. 

Make This 3-Minute Test 

You have always wished fora smooth, white skin, free from 
all blemish. Now thru this new scientific discovery you can 
quickly have it. Make this 3-nilnute- be fore- bed-time test. 
Smooth this cool, fragrant cream upon your ekln. The 
very next morning look Into your mirror. Note the results. 
See how the skin has already lie gun to clear. Notice how 
quickly freckle* irivo way t« unhlcmistaed. milky whiteness. Black- 
heads and other imperfections* have already started to vanish. Get 
this m-.s-i ■ key to renewed beauty. Order a jnr of Golden I'eueoek 
Bleach Cream-thin harmless now discovery. If within five days you do 
not already wee satisfactory results your SI will instantly bo refunded. 
Ask your dealcr-or enrlose a Jl bfll wi'h your order and mud direct 
tothu Paris Toilette Co., Dept. 25, Paris. Tenn. 
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You can learn 
ana few weeks 




True -Tone Saxophone 

Easiest of all wind instruments to play and 
one of the most beautiful. You can learn 
the scale in an hour's practice and play pop- 
ular music in a few weeks. Practice is a 
pleasure because you learn so quickly. You 
can take your place in a band within 90 
days, if you so desire. Unrivaled for home entertain- 
ment, church, lodge or school. In big demand for 
orchestra dance music. A Saxophone will enable 
you to take an important part in the musical devel- 
opment of your community. It increases your popu- 
larity and your opportunities, as Well as pleasure. 

Try It In Your Own Home 

You may order any Buescher Saxophone, Cornet, 
Trumpet, Trombone or other Band or Orchestral 
Instrument without paying in advance, and try it 
six days in your own home, without obligation. If 
perfectly satisfied, pay for it on easy payments to 
suit yourconvenience. Mention the instrument inter- 
ested in and a complete catalog will be mailed free. 

Buescher-Grand Cornet 




The Buescher-Grand Cornet is exceptionally easy to 
blow, yet possesses a tone of wonderful volume. If 
you expect to learn to play a Cornet, you should by 
all means have a good instrument. With a Buescher- 
Grand, you own an instrument similar to that with which 
the trreatest cornet is ts of America made their reputations. 

Saxophone Book Free 

Tells what each Saxophone is best adapted for; when 
to use singly, in quartettes, sextettes, octettes, or in 
regular band or Saxophone Band, and how to trans- 
pose for cello parts in orchestra. Send for free copy. 
BUESCHER BAND INSTRUMENT CO. 
Makers of Everything: in Band and Orchestra Instruments 
6249 Buescher Block, Elkhart. Indiana 
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Easy Payments 



It had its beginnings in these first experi- 
ences. 

I felt that a solitary walk might clear 
my mind of the hideous memories of the 
sleepless night, and show me wliat would 
be best to do. Along the silent white 
stretches of the beach I strolled, breath- 
ing deeply of the raw salt air, rejoicing at 
its bracing tang. There I found it easier 
to think. 

My brief experience in telling fortunes 
had fascinated me. This love of the 
bizarre and the marvelous was con- 
genital — a legacy from my father who 
was at heart a mystic. As I reviewed 
my circumstances in tliat white and 
sandy solitude, no other form of work 
allured me. Every prosaic situation 
which I considered — teaching, stenog- 
raphy, salesmanship — promised nothing 
but drudgery. I longed to do greater 
things; to become a famous clairvoyant 
and surround myself with the glamor of 
the occidt. 

' | *HE more I allowed my mind to dwell 
•*• on this possibility, the more fascinated 
I became. 

But how? The practical side of my 
nature intruded with annoying statistics. 
I had only forty dollars, and the hotel 
bill would have to be paid. Nor did I 
see how I could earn any more, with the 
hostility of Mrs. Deland poisoning every- 
one in Virginia Beach against me. 

A chance remark that Frank had made 
gave me an idea. He had referred to a 
palmist who was giving readings in the 
vicinity. Perhaps I might strike a bar- 
gain with him; if he would employ me, I 
might secure a more promising start. 

It was not difficult to find the hand 
reader. There was a little red-and-whitc 
canvas booth, not far from the hotel, 
with a sign over the door: "Professor Duc- 
querel, Cheirognomist and Cheiromitist." 

Rather hesitantly I stood in the door- 
way and called: "Is Professor Ducquerel 
here?" 

Faster than Mephistopheles when he 
leaps into the charmed circle at the com- 
mand of Faust, the palmist appeared at 
my summons. 

THOUGH exceedingly tall and slender, 
Professor Ducquerel carried himself 
with a jauntiness nothing less than 
Satanic. His sable hair was thick and 
bushy. His face was pale, his eyes bril- 
liant. An expression of austerity in his 
countenance seemed to be mocked by 
the playfid glimmer of his eyes, the shift- 
ing and chatoyant luster of the pupils. 

He raised one white and slender hand 
as if beseeching whatever powers he com- 
muned with to witness our greeting. 
Then he greeted me with a strange smile. 

"Madame Desire," he said, lx-fore I 
coidd introduce myself, "I am charmed 
at your condescension. Good morning." 

"You know me?" I exclaimed. 

He returned my surprised glance boldly, 
admiration in his eyes, yet with a certain 
lurking defiance in his manner. Instinc- 
tively I distrusted him, though there was 
an indefinable quality of attraction about 
him too. 

"Know you?" he repeated. "My 
beautiful, I know you better tlian you 
know yourself. You are a most delec- 
table picture this morning. My God, 
Desire, you are superb!" 



"Please!" I protested, at a loss how to 
meet his strange manner. I was trying 
to appraise him and was making a poor 
job of it. My courage was waning; I 
was afraid to tell him the object of my 
visit. But he did not give me the op- 
portunity. 

"V^OU are wondering what I mean when 

* I say I know more about you than 
you do yourself," he continued. "Well, 
I know why Edgar Frampton left you on 
your wedding night. That's more than 
you know !" 

"Impossible!" I managed to exclaim. 

"No! No! As a fellow occultist, you 
should know better than that. I know 
also all about the scene in your room last 
night when that sniveling Mrs. Deland 
fainted on your hands. You should have 
pulled down your blinds. That's one of 
my pet means of getting the dope on 
hotel guests, you know — I have a very 
powerful field-glass, and I sit out here on 
the beach and watch what goes on in the 
rooms. By the way, I can do lip-read- 
ing, too — so I actually can tell what they 
are talking about. That's how I get viy 
information. When they come to me for 
a reading I generally can tell them things 
that knock 'em dead !" 

He laughed at his own audacity, and to 
my surprise I found myself laughing with 
him. We were on more friendly terms at 
once; he led me into his little reading- 
room and we sat down, facing across his 
table. 

"Now, my beautiful, what have you 
got on your mind?" he asked, and his 
rather taunting smile held a challenge, as 
if daring me to be frank. 

I was frank. Since he knew so much, 
I was glad to find some one to confide in. 
Only my love for Frank I withheld; all 
the other circumstances I felt no hesi- 
tancy in revealing. 

OUT Ducquerel was more penetrating 
" than I had imagined. 

"You are in love with Frank Deland," 
he asserted, when I had finished telling 
him how I had been snubbed by the 
guests. "Don't try to deny it. The 
look in your eyes, the trembling of your 
hands, when you speak his name, are in 
themselves a confession. However, you 
know your own business. What do you 
want me to do?" 

"I thought you might employ me as 
an assistant," I said boldly. 

He threw back his head and laughed 
scornfully. 

"And ruin my business — get the hotel 
people down on me?" he demanded. As 
I started to rise, however, he caught my 
wrist and gently pressed me to remain. 

"Just a moment," he pleaded. "Let 
me think!" 

Suddenly he leaned across the little 
table, fixing me with his brilliant, hyp- 
notic eyes. I knew then that this Duc- 
querel exerted a singular influence defi- 
nitely his own — the power of an impul- 
sive spirit that could overawe and domi- 
nate. I drew back. 

"See here!" he said earnestly. "I want 
to pull the big stuff. I have actually 
been hoping I could run across a beautiful 
medium who could help me earn a million 
dollars. You can do it. With you to 
play the big role, I could bluff the world. 
You and I can concoct a scheme by which 



ijrue Story Magazine 



109 



we can baffle high society, pull the wool 
over the eyes of all the old boys in the 
Society for Psychical Research — and 
clean up! • My beautiful, you are the girl 
who can do it!" 

*T*HE intense enthusiasm of his candent 
*■ eyes drew me toward him. His earn- 
estness was infectious. He was tempting 
me with what I had already craved — the 
excitement and thrill of a great and dra- 
matic deception. 

"You've got the looks!" he insisted. 
"You've got the brains! And you've got 
the courage! You and I can make Bal- 
samo and his lovely Florenza look like a 
couple of pikers. Everything tliat Cagli- 
ostro wanted to do, but didn't know how, 
we can do. We'll show them the spirits 
writing on slates, make spook portraits, 
lift the tables, spin chairs in the dark, 
produce raps, float ghostly speaking 
trumpets in the gloom, raise the flanneled 
dead from the grave — and make them 
believe it, and make them like it!" 

"How?" I cried incredulously. 

"Leave it to me!" he boasted. "I 
know all the old ropes, but we won't use 
them. I've got something new — some- 
thing that lias never been sprung, some- 
thing that will dumfound them all. But 
I must have your youth, your daring, 
your beauty to put it over. We can 
make a million out of it!" 

"Where will we do all this?" I asked. 

"New York first! Then — everywhere! 
All over the world !" 

I found the courage to shake my head. 
No! The project was inconceivable. 
This man was a stranger to me — a rather 
queer stranger at that. Why should I 
cast in my lot with him? I had merely 
hoped to gain from him temporary em- 
ployment; enough to enable me to get 
somewhere else and work out my own 
destiny. 

*■ ^ ing, but I am not interested. I am 
sorry!" 

''You are interested," he contradicted. 
"I saw your eyes while I was telling you 
about it. You are eager to accept, but 
you are afraid. I don't blame you. You 
don't know who I am, or anything about 
me. Well, I'll tell you who I am — as far 
as I care to, that is. I know who you 
are, and I know why your fine husband 
debouched in the dark of your wedding 
night. But I won't tell you why, so don't 
ask me. All that I can tell you about 
myself, my beautiful, is that I am a scion 
of a fine old family, as they say in the 
story books; tliat my name is not Duc- 
querel and tliat I am a black sheep; that 
I am also a black-leg gambler and many 
things besides; that I am an exceedingly 
intelligent criminal who never stole a 
dollar, betrayed an innocent woman, or 
hurt a dumb animal ! 

"I have no morals! I have decency! 
At present I have very little money. I 
have wasted two fortunes. I do not fear 
anyone, alive or dead. When I set out 
to do anything I always do it. I have an 
ambition to be famous before I die. 
With you I can realize mv ambition. 
Will you do it?" 

¥ ROSE to my feet, afraid to listen to 
A more of his blandishments. He was 
offering me the chance to do exactly what 



I would most wish to do. But I knew it 
would be the rashest kind of folly to 
accept. 

"No!" I told him. "I — I am sorry, 
Monsieur Ducquerel, but I cannot con- 
sider such a proposition as tliat!" 

For a fleeting instant his brow was con- 
tracted into a jumbled corrugation of 
angry red ridges. Arms folded, jaw 
thrust out, eyes glittering, he brooded 
over me, his long, accipitral nose lending 
him the aspect of a foiled bird of prey. 

"You can't?" he repeated. 

Of a sudden, his ill-temper vanished. 
Inwardly he liad been seething with 
anger, and without allowing it vent he 
had fought it down. Now he was his 
debonair, mocking self again. 

"You are interested," he challenged, 
laughing. "I have no doubts whatever 
about your state of mind. I want you — 
so don't be angry at any means I employ 
to force you to accept!" 

He swung his arm and bowed grace- 
fully as I passed out into the salt air of 
the blustry beach. I could still hear him 
laughing as I walked back toward the 
hotel. 

AT twilight that same day I had a dis- 
**• agreeable caller. 

All through the afternoon I had been 
studying over my situation, resolutely 
driving back the impulse to risk every- 
thing, dare everything, with Ducquerel. 
The future that he promised held for me 
an allure tliat possibly would have at- 
tracted no other woman. But I had had 
one little taste of the thrill of wonder- 
working, and it had awakened a hungry 
desire for more. I am a born mystic; all 
who have been associated with me recog- 
nize tliat. 

Yet Ducquerel, with his satanic coun- 
tenance and harsh assurance, frightened 
me. His familiarity was tlireatening. I 
was wise enough to decide that I would 
keep away from him. 

And then, just as the first gloaming 
shadows were creeping across my room, 
there came a rap at my door. When I 
opened it, I saw a raw-boned man, plainly 
a native, with a long, straggling mous- 
tache, bulging and unintelligent eyes, and 
a nervous trick of brushing a hairy right 
hand over his heart. He walked up to me 
with a swagger that was partly domineer- 
ing and partly intended gallantry. 

"Howdy do?" he began, bending over 
toward me, with his hat held straight out 
behind him, and his head cocked know- 
ingly to one side. 

I bowed and wondered. 

"Thought I'd like to have a little pri- 
vate conversation with you — on busi- 
ness," he explained, straightening up, 
intrusting his hat entirely to one hand 
and brushing over his heart with the 
other. 

"\XTHAT kind of business?" I in- 

» » quired. 

"Your business," he grinned. "You'd 
better." 

There was something in his manner 
that I did not like. I made up my mind 
to have nothing to do with him. 

"I'm sorry," I said, "but I am very 
busy today. Please excuse me !" I tried 
to close the door, but he balked me. 

"I'm Sheriff Hanson!" he announced 
in a husky whisper, and with a practiced 




"Here , sanExtra$50! 

"I'm making real money now ! Yes, I've 
been keeping it a secret until pay day 
came. I've been promoted with an in- 
crease of $50 a month. And the first extra 
money is yours. Just a little reward for 
urging me to study at home. The boss 
says my spare time training has made me 
a valuable man to the firm and there's 
more money coming soon. We're starting 
up easy street, Grace, thanks to you and 
the I. C. S." 

Today more than ever before, money is what 
counts. You can't (ret alone on what you have 
been making. Somehow, you've simply sot to in- 
crease your earnings. 

Fortunately for you there is an unfailing way to 
do it Train yourself for bigger work, learn to do 
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Velvety Skin 
Quickly Yours 

Secret ^Methods 

YOU CAN be beautiful, alluring, charming! 
Once I was homely! The portrait above is living 
proof of what I can do for you, too. If your fea- 
tures are fairly regular you can be as temptingly 
beautiful as the women you have envied! My 
Secrets of Beauty tell you how— secrets based on 
mysteries of the French Courts, toilet rites which 
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n _ • L young for many years longer 
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_. Y. intended, are all exposed in my book; 
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Remove Wrinkles; Refine Coarse 



Hair 

QL-.fi Pores; Banish Blackheads, Pimples, 
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trous, Fluffy. 

FREE — Book of Beauty Secrets 

Absolutely no obligation to you. Just clip this coupon, 
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this golden chance to win Real Beauty! Investigate!— 
it costs you nothing' to write and you'll never regret it 
all your days, dear lady. Personal reply at once. 
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Room 255, Lucille Young; Bids., Chicago 

Please send complete information; also your free book: 
"Confessions of a Beauty Expert." 
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REMOVER 

A treatment that will 
remove permanently 
all Superfluous Hair 
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electric needle, burning 
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movement he threw back his coat and 
exposed a well-polished badge. I was 
frightened but I resolved to meet, him 
boldly. 

"How does that concern me?" I de- 
manded. 

"I might arrest you," he said omin- 
ously. "Better talk turkey to me, young 
woman — talk turkey quick!*' 

TJIS beady little eyes, black as the heads 
■*■■*• of pins, looked mean and threatening. 
Confidence, high assurance, was in their 
blinking gaze. Yet what could he do to 
me? I had committed no crime. 

"Just what do you mean?" I asked 
with considerable asperity. 

He thrust his face forward and snapped : 

"Look here, young woman! Do you 
want me to put the handcuffs on you 
right here and now? Better invite me in 
your room right quick, 1*11 tell you. I 
ain't in for no fooling!" 

Other guests were pausing in the cor- 
ridor. It would be better to talk to him 
privately. 

"You may come in," I said quickly, 
and feeling more and more nervous, I ad- 
mitted him. 

He promptly seated himself, and rest- 
ing his shaggy hands over his bony knees, 
he came directly to his business. 

"You're a criminal," he announced 
briskly. "I can lock you up. There's a 
law on our statute books against women 
like you — witches and vagabonds and 
soothsayers and fortune tellers — the law 
of man and the law of God is against you. 
You haven't been to any college and stud- 
ied palmistry and got a diploma like the 
professor down on the beach. I give him 
a license. He's a scientist. But you are 
violating the laws of this state. I've 
heard all about you. There's something 
got to be done about your case!" 

T HAD crossed my knees and I suddenly 
■*• noticed with alarm that he was con- 
templating my ankles with an enraptured 
eye. Instantly I changed mv posture. 

"Well?" I asked him coldly. "What 
are you going to do about it?" 

He clucked his lips meditatively and 
seemed at a loss how to resume. 

"It can be fixed," he said, with an 
odious glance. 

"I don't know what you mean." 

He laughed with a silly cackle. 

"You don't realize how bad off you 
are," he assured me. "I can fix it for 
you so that you'll go to the workhouse. 
Tliat's a nice placr, the workhouse is — 
not! You hadn't ought to want to go 
there!" 

"Are you loo. °_:~ for money from me?" 
I demanded. 

"Have y y . gat any money?" he gasped. 

"Very little — I'm awfully poor," I 
pleaded. "How much does vour license 
cost?" 

He leaned over and tried to take my 
hand. 

"Wouldn't cost you very much if you 
acted right," he said. "Mightn't cost 
anything whatever!" 

"Are you trying to insult me?" I cried, 
rising, feeling my cheeks flush hotly. 

A SUDDEN rush of loathing seized 
■**■ me. Why was I caught in such a 
sordid mess? It was all so abominably 
cheap, so miserably unfair. This mon- 



ster dared to insult me, a highbred girl, 
as if I were a woman of the streets. 
Never ljefore in my life had I been sub- 
jected to such an indignity. I could 
scarcely believe I was awake and in my 
right senses. Shuddering with revulsion 
I made up my mind to escape from Vir- 
ginia Beach at any cost: its very air was 
becoming hateful to my nostrils. 

Meanwhile Sheriff Hanson was amusing 
himself. 

"Insult you!" he crowed. "Ha! Ha! 
Say, look here. Do I look like I was born 
yesterday? I don't want no kidding. 
I'm an officer of the law. I won't stand 
no foolishness. But I am open to argu- 
ment. You're a nice-looking girl. Give 
us a little kiss!" 

I was speechless. My face was flam- 
ing. I had never seen such a wicked 
sight as this horrid little countryman, 
with his scraggly red face, and his bad 
teeth, and his little bloodshot eyes, leering 
at me. He rose to his feet, a silly half- 
smile on his withered lips. 

"Come on!" he coaxed. "Let's taste 
one of your kisses!" 

I darted behind a chair as he came 
nearer. Of a sudden I realized that there 
was danger in the situation. This man 
had nothing to fear. In the eyes of the 
local authorities I was all that, he had said 
I was: they liad me at their mercy. In- 
deed, he immediately made this clear. 

'"PXON'T try no monkey business with 
9tr that chair," he warned me angrily. 
"I come up here to arrest you on a war- 
rant I swore out myself. I'm my own 
magistrate. That's the way we can do 
tilings down here. If you get mussed up, 
it's your fault. I'm going to have that 
kiss, mind!" 

"You come a step nearer to me and 
I'll " 

"You won't do nothing," he broke in. 
"You're a daisy, you are. I'll get that 
kiss now, if it's the last thing I do, you 
hear that?" 

He made a sudden attempt to seize the 
chair and wrested it from my grip iii one 
terrific sweep of his arms. I was amazed 
at his strength; his stature gave no hint 
of it. 

"Come here to me!" he rasped, and his 
gorilla-like hands were clasped down on 
my shoulders. 

I opened my mouth to scream, but he 
quickly lifted one hand and clasped it 
against my mouth. The other he swung 
around my waist with cruel force and 
drew me to hiin. 

Struggle as I did, kicking at him. wrig- 
gling am I squirming to be free, I could not 
budge from his terrible hold. Almost a 
maniacal strength seemed to possess him. 

"I'm going to get that kiss!" he gloated, 
and things grew dark before my eyes. 
His hand lifted from my lips: his face 
darted swiftly downward toward mine — 
and then drew back as quickly, as a 
baffled snarl gathered in his throat. 

Someone had come in! 

ALONG, slender white hand had 
caught him by the neck and sent 
him spinning across the room, where he 
toppled over in a heap against the window. 
Professor Ducqucrel stood before me, 
his eyes more mocking than ever! One 
hand lay carelessly in his coat-pocket. 
"There's a case where my spy-glass came 
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in handy!" he remarked. "I thought I 
recognized you, Hanson. You're a filthy 
cur! Now behave! I've got you covered 
through this coat-pocket with a gun and 
I'll shoot if I have to. Get out of here!" 

Hanson stood up, an ungainly spec- 
tacle. He gave me a bitter glance and 
then shuffled toward the door. 

"I'll be back — and the two of you will 
catch it!" he said meaningly, and went 
out. slamming the door shut behind him. 

Ducquerel smiled at me and pulled out 
the lining of his pocket. It was empty! 

In a flash, I understood. 

Ducquerel had done it all! He had 
instigated that brute of a Hanson to an- 
noy me; deliberately set him on my 
trail! Now I had to run away before 
the revengeful Hanson returned. Perhaps 
Hanson had gone further than Ducquerel 
had planned: certainly Hanson had been 
in earnest. 

Even so, Ducquerel had tricked me, as 
he had threatened to do! He liad made 
a fool of me! 

AS I looked at him, turning his coat- 
• pocket inside out, proud of the suc- 
cess of his trick, I resolved in one illumi- 
nated instant to pay him back somehow. 

He wanted me to fly with him, did he? 
Well, why not? Let him take me away. 
That was what I wanted most: I had to 
escape. When I was safely elsewhere, I 
could leave Ducquerel, before I was placed 
in the slightest danger. I smiled. 

"You tricked him, didn't you!" I said. 

"liluff!" he cried merrily. "That's all 
there is to life, anyway. But Hanson 
wasn't bluffing, my lx?autiful ! He means 
business. He'll do just what he says. I 
am going to leave town in the next hour: 
I own an automobile, and I am clearing 
out. What about tliat proposition of 
ours? Why not come with me? Won't 
you come?" 

Again I smiled. 

"Yes!" I breathed softly. "Now!" 

Even then I almost drew back — for the 
ardent flame that for a moment came 
into his eyes repelled and warned me. 
Then I reassured myself. It was all right 
— I was going to leave him too quickly 
to fear anything. 

THE brooding mists of twilight were 
rising like ghosts from the sea, moving 
mysteriously across the silent masses of 
sand, as I rode away from Yirginia Beach 
by the side of Ducquerel. 

One last look I took at the place, so in- 
fested with sadand bitter memories. And 
then came one sweet memory that would 
not be eluded — my first encounter with 
Frank. 

Long I looked over my shoulder, though 
the memory gave me poignant, exquisite 
pain. He had said he would follow me; 
lie would never find me now! I seemed 
to fancy him there in the sliadows — his 
kind face so stricken at our parting, wav- 
ing me a shadowy farewell. ' 

All the scene was blotted out from my 
straining eyes as we plunged on, deeper 
into the gathering night — deeper and 
deeper into the impenetrable future. 
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Learn Fashion Arts 
At Home ! 




Fashion Drawing 



New Home-Study Method Now 
Makes It Very Easy For You 
to Enter Either of These High- 
Salaried Fields. 

If you earn your own living 
and are searching for a field 
which can pay you the biggest 
money and Uie richest rewards 
in happiness — if you are seeking 
a real career — or if you crave a 
broader interest in life— here are 
two fascinating professions which 
you can now easily enter — two 
delightful new fields which pay 
truly astonishing salaries and in 
which there are hundreds of at- 
tractive openings right now! 




Designing 



$75.00 a Week for This Fascinating Work 



Just think of earning a splendid salary for 
work which itself brings you the greatest joy! 
Successful fashion illustrators and designers 
receive really amazing salaries — S10.000 and 
even as high as S100.000 a year for their de- 
lightful work. Yet a few years ago even our 
highest paid fashion artists knew nothing about 
designing and drawing — -many of them were just 
starting their fashion careers as you are now! 

You can enjoy all the rich rewards of these 
two new uncrowded professions — a splendid 
salary, easy hours, freedom from routine and 
drudgery, a chance to travel abroad, a dignified 
artistic position. You do not have to have any 
special talent for this work. If you are hon- 
estly interested in fashions — that is enough. 
This wonderful home-study method, perfected 
by prominent fashion experts, can quickly pre- 
pare you for professional designing or illustrat- 
ing right at home in your spare time. 

Mail the attached coupon for handsome 



Free Booklet. It explains in detail the re- 
markable opportunities in these fast-growing 
professions, and describes thoroughly the won- 
derful home-study method, which makes it 
easy for you to learn either of these fashion 
arts right at home. Mail the coupon today. 

WASHINGTON FASHION INSTITUTE 
136 Marden Bldg., Washington, D. C. 



WASHINGTON FASHION INSTITUTE, 

136 Marden Bid,;., Washington, D. C. 

Please send me without obligation vour Free Book on 
press and Costume Designing and Fashion Illustration. 
I am interested in 
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Specify whether Mrs., Miss or Mr. 




IT IS TO LAUGH! 
She's all dolled up and looks like she has a black eye. 
HER MAKE-UP RAN. Can't happen if you use Win. 
J. Brandt's Red Fox Liquid COL-Y-BROW. For eye- 
brows and eyelashes. WILL NOT RUN. Colors: Black 
and Brown. By Mail $1.00. 
HAIR SPECIALTY CO., Dipt. T. 2-1 E. 21st St., New York 



YOUTHFUL BEAUTY 



Discoveries by modern beauty specialists 
keep the complexion like a newly opened 
rosebud. Soothing, softening and iieating. 
To introduce these wonderful prepara- 
tions, we will send upon receipt of jsl.00, 
1 large jar Vcrdina Face Cream, 1 large 
boxVcrdinaFacePowdcr.postagcprepaid. 
Only one order to a customer at this price. 

VERDI CO. t Desk B, 16 E. 13th St., N. Y. 




1/2-1/ 16 carat 

Absolutely Flawless ■ 
On Recent List 




$195 

1 1 /2— 3/32 carat 

■v Blue White Diamond ' 

Pre Inventory List t 
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Diamonds Here at 
60% of Market Price 

The Buys of a Lifetime 

Never in three-quarters of a century i n the diamond 

business, have we offered each bargains as we do now compared 
with prevailing prices. Diamonds right now at rock-bottom even In 
regular market. Yet oars are but 60% of market prices. The op- 
portunity of a lifetime. Bay now— th» trend Is already up- 
wards, bat, oar diamond prices are based on unpaid loan diamonds 
left on oar bands for a fraction of their real value. 

Why Pay Full Prices 

Costs Nothing to See 

This diamond banking' house, i\( century old, rated more than 
$1,000,000.00, takes this way of turning into cash the diamonds on 
which money was loaned and not repaid. Also many bargain gems 
from other sources. See these bargains as the wisest buyers do. 

Send for latest Bargain List 



Erery (rem fully and minutely described. 
Radically different from a catalog . Any 
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stone yon wish may bo In thla present 
Mat iti price that will amaze ~" 
Send this coupon now. 

JOS. DE BOY a SONS 

Only Opvoaite Pott Oi/ic. 

9186 DeRorBMg„PittsborA.h. 

Rffcrcncraby permission — 
Bank of Pittsburgh- N. A. 
Marine National ZJrinfc— * t 

Union Trust Co. PitU- r 

our oh. Pa Your bank J 
can look ns up ismwr 
eanti le agencies 
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IPS. DC ROY * SONS 
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jT stood that! assume no obligation of any 
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When Brann Discovered 
the Shame of the World 

Society was shocked at his merciless ex- sions of men that he could craze with hatred 



posures. The guilty, branded with their in- 
famy, hung their heads in dishonor. They 
cried out to stop him — they invoked the 
powers of earth to silence him. Alone he 
defied the world. Was he master of the pas- 



and hypnotize with love? What was this 
strange magic that held hundreds of thou- 
sands spellbound? Why did one man give 
his own life to take the life of Brann, the 
Iconoclast? 



BRANN, the Iconoclast 

He tore off the sham draperies of Virtue — snatched away the purple cloak of 
Hypocrisy — threw aside the mock mantle of Modesty — laid bare the blinding 
nakedness of Truth. With the fury of an avenging angel he hurled himself 
upon every fake and fraud of Christendom. With a boldness that outraged 
convention, struck terror to the hearts of the timid, blasted the lives of the guilty, 
he revealed the shame of the great and mighty, the rich, the titled, the powerful. 

SEND NO MONEY 




BRANN, the Iconoclast 



No influence was strong enough to encompass 
Brann 's downfall. For he wielded the power of 
words. He wove a pattern of words, and it 
breathed with life, shone with beauty, scintil- 
lated with satire. At his touch cold type 
kindled into fire, glowed with the red heat of 
wrath, blinded with the white flare of passion. 
With the genius of his pen he ruled the emo- 
tions of men, played upon the heartstrings of 
humanity. Under his inspiration his pen be- 
came an instrument of destruction that wrought 

MAIL COUPON 

Each of the twelve volumes contains 320 pages, 
making a total of over 3,800 pages. Never be- 
fore has so courageous a figure flashed across 
the literary horizon. A real treat is in store for 
you. Mail the coupon now. Address The 
Brann Publishers, Inc., Dept. 65, 130 East 25th 
Street, New York City, and the set will be 
shipped prepaid at once, securely packed in a 
wooden box. 



the crashing havoc of a cyclone — again it be- 
came as a scourge of scorpions that flayed into 
the raw — or again it was a gleaming rapier that 
pierced swiftly, cleanly, fatally. And now you 
may have this beautiful twelve-volume set for 
five days' free examination. If, at the end of 
that time, you decide that you do not want to 
keep the set, you are at liberty to return it and 
the trial will not have cost you a cent. If you 
keep the set, as you doubtless will, pay for it on 
the amazingly easy terms shown on the coupon. 
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THE BRANN PUBLISHERS, Inc. 

Dept. 65, 130 East 25th St., New York City 

Gentlemen — Sent! mc the 12 volumes of Brann (complete) pre-paid. I will either 
return the books in 5 days after I receive them, or will send SI .00 after 5 days and 
S2.00 a month for 13 months. 10% discount if cash in full is s«_-n t with order. 
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12 Wonderful Volumes 

Containing hundreds of articles that will make you 
THINK. Here are a few of the chapter headings. 



A Pilgrimage to Per- 
dition 
Mankind'* Mock- 
Modesty 
Is Civilization a Sham? 
Speaking of Gall 
A Sacred Leg Show 
Satan Loosed for a 

Season 
The Wickedness of 

Woman 
A Voice from the Grave 
The Mouth of Hell 
The American Mid- 
dle Man 
A Disgrace to Civil- 
ization 
Some Cheerful Liars 
From the Gods to 
the Gutter 



The Children of 
Poverty 

Balaam's Ass 

The Woman Thou 
Gavest Me 

Evolution or Revolu- 
tion 

The Cat 

Driven to the Devil 

The Seven Vials of 
Wrath 

Adam and Eve 

The Professional Re- 
former 

Her Beautiful Eyes 

The Locomotive 
Engineer 

A Sister's Shame 

Fake Journalism 

Rainbow Chasers 



The Social Swim 

"The Perfumes of 
Passion" 

The Law of Love 

A Prize Idiot of the 
Earth 

"The Typical Ameri- 
can Town" 

Glory of the New Garter 

Coining Blood Into 
Boodle 

The Footlights 
. Favorites 

Hunting for a Hus- 
band 

The Deadly Parallel 

Thou Shalt Not 

The Old Maid's 
Auction 

Potiphar's Wife 
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rebuilt 

Underwood 

Typewriters 




It's YOURS! 



STANDARD 
UNDERWOOD 

Rebuilt like new. Every typewriter 
in factory rebuilt by typewriter ex- 
perts. New enamel— new nickeling 
— new lettering new platen— new 
key rings — new parts wherever 
needed - making it impossible for 
you to tell it from a brand new 
Underwood. An up-to-date ma- 
chine with two-color ribbon, back 
spacer, stencil device, automatic 
ribbon reverse, tabulator, etc. In 
addition, we furnish FREE water* 
proof cover and a special Touch 
Typewriter Instruction Book. You 
can learn to operate the Under- 
wood in one day. * 



From Factory 
to You 

Yes, only $3 brings you this gen- 
uine Rebuilt Standard Visible 
Underwtxxl direct from our fac- 
tory, and then only small monthly 
payments while you are using it 
make it yours; or, if convenient, 
pay cash. Either way, there is a 
big, very much worth-while sav- 
ing, too. Genuine, new Under- 
wood parts wherever the wear 
comes— genuine standard, four- 



row, single-shift keyboard— thor- 
oughly tested — guaranteed for 
five years. 

$3 Puts It in 
Your Home 

You don't even have to scrimp 
and save to pay cash. Instead, 
you pay only a little each month 
in amounts so conveniently small 
that you will hardly notice them, 
while all the time you are pay- 
ing you will be enjoying the 



use of and the profits from the 
machine. 

10 Days' Free 
Trial 

Remember, you don't even have 
to buy the machine until you get 
it and have used it on 10 days' 
free trial so that you can see for 
yourself how new it is and how 
well it writes. You must be satis- 
fied or else the entire transaction 
will not cost you a single penny. 



Act NOW! Mail TODAY! 




All shipments made direct to you from our 

Hi modern factory (shown above)— the largest 

typewriter rehuildint plant in the world 



Now is the time when every dollar saved 
counts. Let us save you many dollars. 
Don't delay. Get this wonderful easy pay- 
ment bargain offer now, so you can send for 
and be sure of getting your Underwood at a 
big saving— on our easy terms or for cash. 

TYPEWRITER EMPORIUM 
SHIPMAN -WARD MFG. CO. 

2255 Shipman Building, Chicago, 111. 
Montrose and Ravenawood Ave*. 



FREE TRIAL COUPON 



TYPEWRITER EMPORIUM 

SHIPMAN-WARD MFG. CO.. Chicago, 111. 

?25S Shipman Bldg., Montrose and Ravenawood Aves. 

Send by return mail Bargain Offer No. 22SS of a Standard Visible 
Writing Underwood. Tola ia not an order and does not obligate 
me to buy. 

Name 

Street or 

R F.D.No 

Pott 

Office , Stat* 





Now s 22* 5 - 

Price Slashed 

Send the coupon with only $1.00 and we'll ship this 
entire 6-piece fumed solid oak living room or library set 
to your home on 30 days trial. We've smashed the 
price on this sensational offer. A few months ago we 
had to charge $35.90 for this very same set. But now, 
because the factory needed money and we had the 
cash, we are able to cut the price on this room- 
ful of furniture way down to $22.85! And you Ret this 
rock bottom price on easy monthly payments of only - 
$2.50 a month! Only $1.00 brings the entire set on ap- 
proval — we take the risk. 

30 Days Trial 

When you Ret this magnificent 6-piece library set. put it 
in your living room or library and use it freely for 30 
days. Before you pay another penny examine it thor- 
oughly. Note the massive, solid construction— the beautiful fumed oak finish— the fine uphol- 
stery and graceful lines. Compare it with anything you can buy locally at anywhere near the 
same price— even for spot cash. Then if not satisfied for any reason, return the set at our 
expense and we will refund your $1.00 at once, plus any freight charges vou paid. 

Ao « — » **4m fi—4*. *m. ^* — — -*-<- If you decide to- keep the set, 

only $z*:»0 a Montn %&*$rt£%%$& 

payments so low and so convenient that you will scarcely feel them. A full year to pay— at the 
rate of only a few cents a day, less than one fritters away every day for trifles. This wonderful 
value is not listed in our regular catalog. We have only a limited number of sets. We trust honest 
people anywhere in U. S. One price, cash or credit. No ducoont for cut, ootkioc extra for credit. No C. 0. D. 



6 Piece 

Famed Solid Oak 

This superb 6 piece set is made of selected solid oak 
throughout, finished in rich, dull waxed, brown fumed 
oak. All the four chairs are padded ; Feats upholstered 
with brown Delavar Spanish leather, the best imitation 
of genuine Spanish leather known. The upholstering is 
of a rich brown color, and will give you the best pos- 
sible service. 

Arm Cbair is a roomy, dignified piece of furniture, 
comfortable and big enough for a very large person 
while not seeming too large for the ordinary occupant. 
Seat, 19xl7H in., height 36 in. 

Arm Rocker is a massive, stately, comfortable piece, 
with beautifully designed back, wide, shapely arms, and 
smooth operating runners. Seat,19xl"K in., height 36 in. 
Sewing Rocker is unusually attractive and useful. 
Seat, 17x17 in., height 35 in. 

Reception Chair has beautiful shape to match the 
other pieces. S. at measures 17x17 in., height 35 in. 
Library Table- a beautiful. piece of library furni- 
ture. Has beautifully designed ends to match the 
chairs with roomy magazine shelf below. Legs cut of 
2 in. stock; masnive. dignified. Top measures :':'.'■, -■;;■:; jo. 
Jardiniere Stand matches other pieees. A decora- 
tion to your living room or library. Carefully built 
throughout. Measures 17M in. high; the top is 12x12 in. 
Entire set is shipped knocked down construction. 
Very easv to aet up. Saves in freight charges. Weight 
about 175 pounds. 

Order by NO. B6943A. Sl.OO with 
coupon, 52.50 a month, price $22.85. 



Straus & Schram, Reg. 1985 W. 35th St., Chicago, 111, 

Knelled find fl.Ofi. Ship special advertised 6- Piece Fumtd Oak 
Library Set, I »m to have 30 days free trial. If 1 keep the i«t. 
I will pay you Ja.r.H monthly, If not saltaned. I am to return the 
net within :»i days and you are to refund my money and any fmiaht 
charges I paid. 

D G-Pieca Library Set. Ho, B6943A. 522.85. 

Name «.__ 

Street. li.F.D. 

or Box No.—, • 

Skipping 

Point ' 



Pout 

Office^.. Stat* 

II you only want catalojc put X in box below: 

Fuiaitare, Stoves, Jewelry G Men'*, Women's, Children's Clothing 



Get This Offer -Send Now 



Don't delay. Just send $1.00 along with the 

coupon as a deposit to show you are really 

interested. If you wish to return the set 
alter 30 days, your dollar will be refunded, plus all freight 
charges which you paid. Remember, this is a special, 
limited, reduced price offer. First come, first served. 
Get your set while this offer lasts. 30 days trial— we 
take all the risk— costs you nothing if not satisfied— no 
obligation. Send coupon today — NOW! 

Straus & Schram, Reg. 1985 w.35th St. Chicago, 111. 



Free Bargain Catalog 

Shows thousands of bargains in furni- 
ture, jewelry, carpets, rusrs. curtains, 
silverware, phonographs, stoves, porch 
and lawn furniture, women's, men sand 
children's wearing apparel. Sent upon 
request, with or without order. 



